0vP 

LY» 

F B ef Fl 
5 $% 

= « , #? 

FT _ 


roman-Capunts: 


COMEDY. 


ACTED by 


_ Dis Royal Dighneſles 


SERVANTS. 


Written by T HO. SHADWELL. 


— 


LONDON, 


Printed for Samne! Carr, at the King's-Head 
in St, Paul's Church-yard, 1 68 0, 


d 4 
- = —- — = 
- Ad SSI ada Sa oat 


cs ms na mw 0 — — 
A. _ - ——”— n @ = = 
2” "hs — FE "$4 hy 

i _ 


—_— — — — >  ———— 
AAVE ” vp —Y 


— wn. © _> »,e 


" if. - OS, 
RAKE PAY 


SH SLES EE SEL S.SVL 
» % Wiw / 4 "A TAS 7, 


hg 4 2 * 


— % - b - x % 
La % PIO »h3 5 SN O% «,\W -» Fd (% ny F 


y) " 

LI 
Yi 

- oo © DA — = 


S£x Ifds tf. 


\ 
ru 


76 


. Si © 


| 


T O 


HENRY Lord OGLE, 


SON to his GRACE 


HENRY Duke of NEWCASTLE, &c. 


HE great Obligations T received from my mo$t Noble 
P. roi, Jour illuſtrious Grandfather , and the favours 
conferred upon me by your Excellent Father ( amongst 
which, I can think none greater than hs recommending me to your 
Lor dſhips Kindneſs and Protefion) have engaged me to make thes 
acknowledzment of my Duty to your Lordſhip ; and to beg that you 
will own me, and defend this Comedy. T hope T ſhall, hereafter, 
be able to pr -eſent you with ſome thins more worthy your Acceptance ; 
but let this ſuffice to give you a title to me, and all my endeavors, 
which, as often as Ican, [all be employ'd to ſerve you, N 
Had you not been obliged by the commands of your Father to fa- 
vour and proteft me ; yet, from you 1 ſhould have hop d to have 
found Patronage ; for the great Love which y»u have for Arts and 
Sciences, which would have m: de you ch, riſh my endeavors towards 
them : By this inclination you 21ve us early proofs of your mberiting 
the Vertnes of your AnceStors, as you are like to ds their Fortunes ; 
whic:> with the great acceſſ GN "uf your Match with the Noble and 
Renowned Eamily of the Piercies, will make your Lordſhip the 
greateſt nn of England. And, by your early Vertue F, Jon 
ve all, that know you, hopes that you will be able t9 maintain that 
Char, der, b all the qualities th at become a great Man : 4nd, fro 
the two Noble Stocks of Cavend! 1h aud Piercy , Poiteriiy i vs Re 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
to ſee a race of true., and not Romantick Hero? who may ſerve 
their Prince -virtuouſly , and that way oblige their Countrey as we 
doubt not but your Lordſhip will, 

My Lord, it has been the cuſtom of Dedicators of late to make 
the Praiſes they give to their Patrons ſo extravagant, that they be- 
come Abuſes, and therefore T am loath to ſay what Tthink : only one 
rvirtue of your Lordſhips T am too much pleas'd with not to mention ; 
which is, that in this Age, when Learning i grown contemptible to 
thoſe who ought mo#t to advance it , - and Greek and Latin Sence is 
deſpiſed, and French and Engliſh _—_ applauded, when the 
ancient Nobility and Gentry of England, who not long ſince were 
famous for their Learning, have now ſent into the World a certain 
kind of ſpurious brood of illiterate and degenerous Youth , your 
Lordſhip dares love Books, and labour to have Learning. And 
may. your Lordſhip go . on in this virtuous race you have begun, that 

o you may be a Protettion to your Servants, a Conſolation to your 
Friends, and an Honour to your Countrey ; which us the hearty 


Wiſh of 
My Lord, 


Your Lordſhips moſt Obedient 


humble Seryant 


Tho, Shadwell, 


Prologue, 
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- Others their Shops and precious TVares neglet,” 


Prologue. 


Spoken by Anthony Lee. 


| B&+1 ! how the Poets in theſe times will pine, - 
For ſolid Dulneſs they muſt all deſign , 

Hhen Hit won't ſell, and they ſhall loſe French 7/'ine. 
And what can Players hope for in theſe days, 

Hhen er the Tdle Youth forſake our Plays. 

The empty Head, that never thought before 

But on New faſhions, or a freſh new FHhore : 

Hho, without us, no Afternoon could ſpend, 

Nor ſhew Himſelf, nor meet « ſecret Friend, 
Hhom mounting from the Pit we wſe to ſee 

( For dangerous /ntrignes) to'th Gallery, 

Where lea of Maidenheads 'tis oft his hap ? 
By bola advent ring to atchieve a Clap, 

Or down he comes, and lolls ith Orange-wenches (ap, \ 
For News he now walks gravely up and down , 

And every Fop's a Politician grown, 

Inſtead of — —- 

Pox bere's no Company, let's to White-hall, 

Or to the Park, or where « there a Ball ? 

What News ! ha ye been at Weſtminſter ts ay? 
Flow move the Egench? what do the great Ones ſay ? 
Things go not well , we wiſh we know not what ; 

But there are ſome can tell, we're ſure of that : 
With Politick ſhrug, and notable wiſe Look, 

They cenſure Councels, who ne'r read 4 Book. 

The Citt, who with his Wife and hepeful Sor z | 
Hould come t' a merry Play, now all does ſhun, 

And on the Guard learns to let off a Gun. , 
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TVith their wiſe Heads the Nation to protett : 
£*n Bulks all day of Tenants are bevel ; 

For News ſtitching, and ſinging Pſalms are left. 
Each Coffee-houſe u fill d with ſubtle folk, 

Tho wiſely talk, and politickly ſmoke, 
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Full Theatres, like overfloviug Nile, 

* dFhew Peace nnd Plenty in this bappy Tſe. 
The Nation's weather-glaſs a Play-honſe is | 
Ana when we thrive, you never do amiſs, 
Fear not that we'll offend you with much wit, 
7 his day we promiſe you ſhall quiet ſit, 
nd have a Play for men of buſineſs fit : 
And though you cruelly ſhould Damn that Play, 
Tl hang, if 7 don't make you laugh to day, 


Drammatis Perſons, 


Sic Homploey Scarechrenk, yay Extravagant, STEIN 


74h cHis two Friends. 
Gripe A miſerable Wretch, that denies himſelf all Neceſſa- 
ries, very Jealous of his Wite. | 
Richard, his Man. , 
A fooliſh Debauched hot-headed Fellow, al- 
Sir Chriſtopher Swaſh, ; ways Drinking and Scowring , deſirous to 
be thought a mad Fellow, 
Heildebrand, 
CTwo Bullies, followers of Sir Chriſtopher. 
Blunderbus, 
Sir Vich, Peakgooſe, A ſneaking Cully, noſed by a Whore. 
Steward to Sir Humphrey. 
Mrs. Gripe, Gripe's Wite, the Woman-Captain. 
Serjeant. 
Phills, Sir Humphrey's Whore., 
Cloris, Sir Chriſtopher s Whore. 
Celia, Sir Nichol.s's Whore. 
Bawd, Fool, High-Conſtable, Conſtable, Watch, Servants, Market- 
Women, Apprentices, Par{on, Soldiers, cc. 
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THE 


Woman-Captain. 


ACTI. -2 


Enter Sir Humphrey Scattergood dreſſing, Steward and Foo!, 
with a number of old Servants, 


1 Serv, Ood your Worſhip ! Turn us not away. TIliv'd 
with my old Maſter Thirty years and upwards, 

2 Serv, Andl fifty: 

Sir Hump. Yes? he lov'd an old-fafhion'd block-headed greaſy 
Servingman, whoſe Cloaths were died with Drippings of March Beer, 
and whoſe Beards ſtunk of Beef and Brewis, and his Breath like the 
fume of an Alms-Tub. 

3 Serv. Weareall old, and have liv'd a long time here. 

Sir Humph. Ye have the more reaſon to go away now , you are 
puriy, lazy, clumſy Rogues, The time my Father's will requir'd you 
to be here is out. This is my, happy Day of four and twenty , till 
which long time my Father's Will kept me from my Eſtate. I now 
diſcard ye all; now I'll be Maſter, I 'haveprovided a ſet of French- 
fellows to ſerve me, they are fit for Service. 

Stew. They are for Slavery, They are'born and bred tot: But it 
was never good time fince Zg4/b Fools were ſerv'd by French 
Rogues. | | 
Sir Humph. Hey ! Dxbois ! give 'em 405. apieceto drink, 'and ſend 
em packing.., 0 2+. .51)09 100 5b vor! 

Servants. Good my Lord, We belſeech your Lordſhip: 

Dubois, Wait without ! FEx. all, but Steward and Fool, 
| Sir Hum & Valet de Chambre. 
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Sir Humph. How now , why ſtays that Fool ? 

£aal.. Becaule that Fool- has more wit thatrto-go-away. 

Sir Lumph. Sirrah ! begon ! -Lwill not keep-you, 

Fool. Some body I lee has us d wicked Court Policy to ſupplant me 
10 my employment. 

Sir Humph, | || keep no Fol, tis out of faſhion for great Men to 
keep Fools, PIT? 

Foo!, Becauſe naw adays they are their own Fools, and/ſo ſave 
Charges : But for a!l that they delight in Fools out of Livery, When 
do you ſee any of 'em favour a Wit ? 

Sir Huh. Iil have none, *tisexploded ey'n upon the Stage. 
 Feeo!, Butfor all that Shakeſpear's Fools had more Wit than.any of 
te Wits and Criticks now adays: Well, it the Hiſtory of Fools 
were written, the whole Kingdom would not contain the Library , 
yeta vaſt number of Pools have been in Print, and written their 
own Hiftories. 

Sir Z1amph. You area Satyrical Fool, and will give offence. 

Fo». Tndeed this Age 1s notable to bear Satyr ; and yet tis a very 
laughing jeerigg age : all Fools laugh at one another, and icarce any 
one is ſuch a Fool, but he has a ſub-Fool that he can laugh at 

Sir Humph. Begon Sirrah ! Tl have no fooling, 

Feol. Good Sir Humphrey, I will be a faſhionable Fool , and learn 
to liſp,' peak French, andbe very much. affected. I will be a welt- 
bred Fool, a Flatterer, or a Pimp, if you pleaſe, you may turn away 
a Knave or a Chaphain for me. 

Sir Humph. Who waits there ! take away the Fool ! { 7hey thruft, 
Well, Mr. Steward, upon condition you will leave oft your miſerable 
advicey andfollow my-Inftrufions, I receive you agen, 

Srew. Since it muft be? I'ft endeavour to obey you in al!. 

Str Huwph. Put ſome Pulvilio into my Peruke ! give meſome Tu- 
beroſe. You old Fool reach ſome Orange-Flower water tor my Hand» 
kerchief, how do you hike this! 

Stew. I dare not tell you.” - 

; SfAawph. Til giveyou leave. ; | 
© Stew.. Methinks| it is unmanly to keep ſuch aftir zvout ones Body, 
I'd rather be embalm'd, like an Xgyptian body , once for all, and - 
make.no more trouble of it. © + / | | ; 

Sir Humph, Thou doſt not conſider what a ſtinking Animal man is; 
exceeding all Beaftsinſtinking,-and wouldft thou not have one mol-. 
like theſe Natural imperietions— | | 

Stew, 1 would have you cleanly, and ſerve God as my old Mr, did ; 
fure your Worſhip does not conſider —— Sr 
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| Sir Hungph. Yes foot—I do nothing but conſider how I my pleaſe 
every ſenſe, 1have. They were not givenime in vain, No—all my 
ſtudy ſhall be bent to find variety. of Delights, and when my own 
too barren fancy ſtops, I'll have a Council wittier than Vero's, to in- 
vent new Pleaſures. 


Enter Bellamy and Wildman. 


Bell. Good morrow tomy Lord of Land and Timber | long may'ft 
| thou live and flouriſh in thy plealures, The happy day is now arriv'd 
that makes thee Maſter of thy Acres, and thy felt. 
| Hildm, A Thouſand Joys fall on you. The Slavery you did endtre 
| under your wretched Father, will make you reliſh the Liberty you 
now arrive at. 

Sir Humph. And I will uſe it to the full! nor Land nor Sea (all 
bound my pleaſures—- what er the Globe affords 1'l1 have to fatisfe 
my Luxury. 

Bell. Virtuouſly reſolved. 
| Hildwm, Joy of my heart : go 0n. 
| Sir Humph. 1 Marricd one young fond fool, and broke her heart *1- 
| ready ; Butnowl keepa Whore, or Whores. 
| Stew, Yes, all the Pariſhfrom fifteen to ve and thirty. 

Bell. Virtuous ſtill, | 

| | ol Excellent Councellors for the ſpeedy confounding of an 
Elitate. 

| Sir Humph. You that were my Father's good old Steward, and are 
my formal Coxcomb : I have hn a new courte, and ſo muſt you: 

Tllnot be ſerv'd fo naſtily as in my days of Nonage , or as my Father 

| was ; aSif his Meat had been drefs'd at Pye-Corner, by greaſy Scul-. 

| lions there. His boyl'd meat,a little Mutton with a fprig of Roſemary, 

| and avaſt dealof lean Oatmeal Pottage. 

Hildm. And Mutton roaſted as if it were preſcrib'd forthe Pox, 
and of huge Zeicefterſpire peaſe-fed Sheep, as rank as old He-Goats, 
and the Poultry died all of HeQick Feavers. | 

Bell, And Sallets wither'd, the fruit Crab apples, Sweetfngs and 
Horſe Plumbs;and for ConfeQions,a few Carraways in a [mall Saywcer, 

as if his Worſhip's Houſe had been a Lowſie Inn. | 
| Sir Humph. Then three or four monſtrous Olives, with a ſpoonſul 
| ortwoof damnableſharp Capers, and Suffolk Cheeſe. | 
Stew, Theſe things my good old Maſter was pleas'd with, or he had 
not (o increas'd his Wea I 4 
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Sir Humph. He did well; and I will revel now with what he le$; 
Choak not me with your Providence with a Pox to yoh—— 
Bell. Wou'd you feed my Lord like a Country Juſtice of 300 5 a 


year, that his no guſto ?2—— 


Fildm, Or like a Lawyer in Ram-Aley, or Attorneys joyning their 
64, apiece at a grealy Cooks. 

Bell. That for their Suppers ſcore their penyworth of Tallow-cheeſc 
at a Chandlers, with every one his Jug and Pipe of Mundungus,--- 

Stew. Be pleas'd to inſtru me, andT (hall obey. 

Sir Humph. My chief Cook has a Book drawa up by theſe Gentle- 
men, and my felt : Read and be learned.—-There you ſhall find what 
is. in ſcalon ſtill---the youngeſt Meat always moſt nouriſhing.---The 
new faln Lamb. The tender Kid, and young fat Pigs. Veals fg with 
Milk, Whitebread, and new-laid Eggs , with young fat Beefs, and 


- \malleſt Forreſt Mutton, fat Bucks tor Summer, Barren Does for 


Winter. 

/Vildis. Fawns out of their DamsBellies ript, Gelt Goats, Bruis'd 
Veniſon, Sucking Rabbits, Leverets, Douſets, White Haws, Velret 
Head and Ears, Shoulders of Veniſon in the Kell with blood. 

Bell, Turkeys, Pex-Hens, Pullets, Capons, Ducks , with Geeſe (o 
cramb'd as to be drown'd 1n fat ; ſquab Pidgeons, Chickens in the 
Greale, fat Swans, and Barn-dore Hens —< with cluſter'd Eggs, that 
are PrOVOCAtLVC, 

Sir Humph. The young plump Partridge , with the tender Powt ; 


The Pheaſant and the Quail, the Rail and Plover, roaſted with the: 


blood in 'em. 


Hildn. The mounting Lark, the Meſſenger of Day, the long bill'd 


Cock, that Winter brings in Miſts -with Snipe, Duck, Teal, the Cur- 
lew and the Wild-goole, the Brant-gooſe, Solon-goole and Pufho. 

Bell. Young Rooks, and new hatch't Martins, the Black-bird , 
Felfare, Thruth and Wheat-Ear, which far excels the Roman Beca fica. 

Sir Hamph. Lincoluſhire Fowl that's fatted with ſweet Curds ; as 
Pewits, Dottrils, Gulls, Knats, Rutfts and Reeves. All theſe I have 
had, and you muſt now provide. 

Stew. All this (hall be done, and your Worſhip undone. ——— 

Sir Humph, And then for Fiſh what the vaſt Seas attord, Ponds, Im- 
menle Lakes and Rivers too! Brett, Mullet, Turbet , Smelt, Plaice, 
Seate, Cod-whiting, and the old Organ Ling with gold Flakes, with 


heightning Sturgeon to ſtir up my blood , provoking Oiſters, and the: 


luſty Lobſter : Crabs, Shrimps, 'Crafiſh Pottage, Muicles and Cockles, 
and diſſolved Pearland Amber 1a my lawce.. ; 
I ilam, 
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Fildm. The Luſcio, Eel, the Trout, Char Tench, Perch, calverd 
Salmon: And trom the Ponds, over-grown Pikes, Carps , Breams , 
Torecells. The Germax Filh as fat as Bucks in Zuguſt. | 

Sir Humph. And when I would cocker up my ſelf, Rams-C:ds, 
| Lambſtones, Bucks, Dowſets, Sparrows, Brains, the ſpawn of Fiſh, 
| flakes of piled butter'd Eggs with Ambergreece ; and when my. taſte 
| grows Wanton, I will iced on Muſhroons, and -on Frogs, and have a 
| race of large ltalian Snails, young Tortolles dreſt coſtly in theirſhells, 
| and Squirrels fleſh, w hich is ditfolved Nuts, and the Indian Birds- 
Neſt mollit'd in Broath. 

JV ildis. Then Virmiceltt, Potato and Tartonphily, and flatulent 
| Roots to ſtir up and to enable Appetite. 

' Stew. 41 thould have taken theſe hard Words for conjuring, bur 

why muſt your Worthip have French Cooks. Methinks my Maſters 

old Englith Cookmaid , with good ſtore of Parſley and Butter, did 

very well. 

| Sir Humph. Away you Coxcomb: Let it be your care to keep my 
Cellar always full as it 1s now. 

Stew, I am acquainted with my old Maſter's Merchant, he us'd to 
let him have very good Zangoon and Burdeang. 

S$'r Humph. Porters and Carriers ſhall drink that ; PIl have iz 
@ aye, high Country Wine, £Frontiniac , all the delicious Wines of 
Ztaly and Spaiz ; the richer Wines of Greece and Sicily, 

Bell. And Celery, Champaign and Burgundy , with Vin de Bon, Fin 
| Celeſtine, and Fermitage,and all the Wines upon the fruitful Rhine. 
| Sir Humph. When | debauch, the Yeoman of my Wine cellar, 
dre'|t like God Bacchus, (queezes his twined Wreaths of Grapes upon 
us And we have floods of this Poetick Juyce. : But do you hear, 
| Steward, I muſt have Whores in abundance ; ſee you provide a 
world of Strumpets. 
| Stew. Does not your Worſhip miſtake me? I am your Steward. 
| Sir Humph. Yes, to-provide me all things nece{ſary, and are any 
| things lo receſlary as Whores: I lay, let me have Whores innume- 
| Table, and letit be your ſpecial care-—— That every Gentleman that 
comes within theſe Walls may hve his Cher extire; 

Stew. Your Worlhip has a Miſtrel(s, I dare not call her Whore — 


Sir Humph. | keep one high , becaule it is the faſhion , Bur 
for my ule Ill have as many Whores as mortal man can tura him- 
ſelf to. | | 

Hildm. Live, live! my Noble Knight, andibe Immortal —— 

Bell, Puth Nature on, my Fricad, and live apace, 
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Stew, Heel ſoon beat hisJourneys end!; But the chief Material is 

wanting ready Money , I underſtand the Caſh your Father left is 
flown, to pay 1n part your Debts. 

Sir Humph. Go to Gripe, my fooliſh Kinſman the. Uſurcr. That is 
ſuch anAſs to deny all his Sences, to live milerably to dye rich : Take 
100001, and ict him have-a Mortgage till I cut down Timber tore- 
deem my dirt— begon—— | 

Bell. This damn' . ok has a pretty Wife, Ihavea devilliſh mind 
to;:her ; but ſhe's keptſoclole, rhough I have gone to berrow Money 
when I have had noneed ont, Icannot get accels to her, the Rogue 
ſuſpets every Male, trom a Prince to a Kitchin-Boy, 

Sir Flumph. She's lo pretty on my Conſcience, none would: refuſe 
her-; Ihaveler ([naresfor her, (hecan never be (een but out of a Win- 
dow, which is no bigger than the hole of a Pillory. 

//ildm. He locks her up, and alwayscarrics the Key about him. 

Sir Humph. Nay, at.N:ght he ſows his Shirt and her Smock to- 
gether, thatupon any violent motion the twitch may wake him : 
There's a Horn-preventing Deſign. 

Bell. Faith, that ſhall not do, his jealoukie ſhall pimp-for me. Let us 
but wait upon youin a viſit to him, and let us alone, 


Enter 4 Footman. 


Footm. Ant pleale your Honour, yonder is a reverend fat old 
Gentlewoman delires to be admitted, 

Sir Humph. Bring herin : a Bawd I warrant you. 
Oh honeſt Bawd ! How doſt thou do ? 

Band, Do! whyIame'n worn out in your Workhips Service ; 1 
have gotten a hoarleneſs will never leave me, with riſing a Nights, to 
letin your Worſhip,and your unleaſonable Company to fave my Win- 
dows : Well, I cannot live long. 

3. Humph, Thou wilt dye nobly then, in the Service of thy 
otfatrey. | 

Bawd, Nay, Heaven bepraisd, I have been diligent inmy Calling, 
very diligent to ſupply the Neceffities of young Gentlemen. 

Stew, What a deſpicable thing a Bawd is ! I hate 'em with my 
Heart, filthy Creatures. 

Wildm, They are fomething filthy ;,— —But they are necefary, 
very neceflary. 

Bell. Poor Bawds are carted , while great Mens Pimps are Com- 
pany for Lords! = | 


[ Erter Bawn. 


Bawd. 


ado en. owe 


| 
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Bawd, Thave no lefs than three Maiden-heads upon my hands, I 
have agreed with their Mothers , who truly are careful honeſt Pa- 
rents, and love to provide for their Children with a Motherly afte. 
ion. I ſhall-have 'em cheap, conſidering the rarity of Maiden-heads 
inthis Town. I thought to give your Worſhip notice, if you have 
uſe for one of 'em. 
| Sir Humph. For one | Ownds ! VII have 'em all. Ill ſpare no - 

Money. Let me have 'em to Morrow, ur to Night; for fear they 
ſhould not keep. 

Bard. I cannot have 'em till to Morrow, I fear. 

Bell. If ſo—-thenlet us have a Bevy of Whores for a rank Ball, for 
we intend to be luxurious to Night, 

Band. Ic (hall be done: Butlam almoſt faint with running up and 
down, and taking pains. 

Sir Flumph. Let her be taken in ard rubd and cawdled, as the 

4 Good Wives ule the Phanatick Labourers in the Goſpel ; and ler rhe 

Bawd have Sack enough. 

- Feotm, ill be done: yonderare Milleners-, Periwigg-men and 

Perfumers, and Tradeſmen of all forts waiting without. 
| Sir Humph. Bid my Steward and Zalet de Chambre diſpatch 'em ; 1 
| hate Buſineſs : Now let us revel, this Day 1 dedicate to all my Senſes ; 
| 1'il Feaſt 'em all after we have Din'd with all the Luxury Wir can in- 
vent, with choiceſt Muſick, and the beſt of Women 

Bell. Whores, you mean. 

Hiam. Ay, ay! What uſecan we make of honeſt Women ? 

Bell. None: They are as bad as Drones in a Hive. 

Sir Humph. Whores] do mean : With whom after we have Danc'd ' 
and Toy'd—1lthave my Baths prepared full of moſt fragrant Scents. 

Where we wil! play and wanton with our Concubines ; there we ll 

1 lye ſoaking till we be refreſhed. Then we'll come out, be rub'd, and I 3 
| be anointed with precious Oyls and Eſſences ; and then we | roll f 

| our ſelves in Bzds of Orange-Flowers. 

Be!l. How 1diſlolve at the Deſcription, 

Hilad, I am all Extalte already, © 


—_—_— Kon tc... ho 


Enter Celia, Phillis, and Cloris. 


Sir Elumph, Oh, here's my Miſtreſs, * © | 
Omn. We cometo withyou Joy, my deat Lord; afthishappy Day. 
Sir Hwmph, Ye bring" itwith you ! Gzattemen:, ſalute theſe fair 
Ladies, | [ They a | 
all, <. 


- 


1 : , A : - 
« . " . o Cr 


3%? » p \ j #4..\ j £ *%. 4 
ec 3 ! c, yo N55 7 3 OI NW 


YL, Fr 4 " 
TAS EX ES ET EET ITE ATI: 
' Y ' to Yd [1 £5. % 


ee eee i. NS - 


($) 
Bell, Are theſe Friends of your Miſtreſs, Whores ? 


IVild. It they be, as a hundred to one they are, They are glo: 


Tious ones /. | 

Sir Humph, Fy, fy, Whores ! That's a naughty word. They are 
Ladies, there are no Whores but ſuch as are poor and beat Hemp, and 
Whipt by Rogues in Blew Coats. | 

Bell, They are brave Magiſtrates to commit Adultery themſelves , 
and whip poor Wenches for ſimple Fornication. | 

//ild. There's no Law to whip but that of Vagrants, and when a 
poor Wench has laboured in her Calling (even years in the ſame Pa- 
Tiſh ; Theſe Fellows will whip her for a Vagrant. 

Bell. Theie old Fellows, that love it themſelves, think the Wen- 
ches do ſo too, perhaps. 

Chlo. You are the pattern of all Knights ; you keep your Miſtrels 
ſo fine , Ill ſwear 'tis very commendable- 

Celia. Oh "tis admirable ! all the Town admires you : You win the 
Hearts of all the Ladies with it, I vow. 

Sir Humph, No! we muſt'all yield to your Friend Sir \Vichc/zs 
Peakgooſe : He is the molt liberal and moſt ob{equious Keeper, and 
ftarves his Wife and Children for you. 

Celia. 1 muſt confels he does pretty well. — 

Sir Humph, Why did you not bring him hither ? | 

Celia. 1 thould be willing enough, bur if I uſe him to't , hell 
be always going abroad in my Coach with me : No! that mult 
not be. 

Chlo. She has a rare hand over him, if I could govern my Gallant 
{o, I were a Prince(s. 

Phill. 1 defire not to govern, my Dear , if I have but thy Love, 
Child, I with for nothing elſe——But thy Money. [ſrae. 

Sir Hnmph. No more ! No more ! Call in my Muſick, and let <m 
Sing and Play— Come 19, 


S$ 0 N G. 


Ove thee till there ſhall be an end of matter, 
So long, till Courtiers leave in Courts to flatter ;; 
S{hile eFapty Comrelings foal langh, Jeer, ana jive 5 
Or. tall an ola lean. Juoge, refnſe 4 Bride. 


7; 
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('9) 
Till o men Women bate , 7 will love thee : 
Till greedy Lawyers ſhall renounce a Fee, 
nd till pron Miſers Money hate, 
Or Stateſmen leave to juggle in a State. 


# hile Prieſts Ambition troubles Common-wealths, 

. Till Whores. grow chaſte and Thieves forſake their Stealths , 
Till Tradeſmen leave to Cozen and to Lye, 
Till there's « Horthy Flatt'rer, or Brave Spie, 


Till Honeſt FValiant Mew can be afraid, 

Till Kings by Favourites are not betray d 
Till all Impoſſibles do meet in one, 

7 love thee Phillis, and love thee alone. 


Sir Humph, Now let us retire and take the Pleaſure of our Gardens : 
Muſick follow us [ Exennt Omnes, 


Enter Gripe and Richard, 


Gripe. Come Richard, becauſe thou art but new come , I muſt in- 
ſtrut thee——Thou lee'ſt my whole Delign is to be Rich. 

Rich, Yes, and to keep your Servants Poor, . 

ripe. And to that end, I deny and keep my bate unru!y Sentes un« 
der; for if any one ſenſe get the better of a man , hell ner berich. 

Rich. lam ſurel han't pleas'd one fince I came. 

Gripe, That's well : Let me have three Ribs of Mutton boil din a 
Pipkin for our Dinners ; go, buy me, a lean Breaſt---Jean meat 1s 
wholſomeſt, . 

Rich. If I could light of a Sheep that dy'd in a Ditch. | 

Gripe.. Ay, that ſhould be cheap—belides, I like a Natural Death 
better than Murder. To Morrow is Holy.day — I will have tour Ribs, 
and ſome Cabbage, 


Rich. This is teafting , bat dur ordinary Diet of Oatmeal and 


Water — | | 
 Gripe. *Tis very wholſom and cleanſin 
Rich. Tis the Scotch-Diet, very good for Mangy Hounds ; What 

Sawce will you have for your Mutton ? 

- |; Gripe. A Pox on Sawce ! it ſpoils the Natural appetite ; yet fome 
Onionor Garhick you may get :I have (ome Ferkin' Burger and Suitolk 
Cheele, fine lean Cheeſe,” twill 0 lo-far —— 5" 
ich. 
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Rich. Sir, Thave a great Inclination toa Sheeps head : May I not get 
one? 'tis _—y ; Holy:doy I will bay one f 

Gripe. Not lo cheap, yet next -day one for my Fa- 
mily : But Ox Livers and the Entrails of Beaſts, are very Sung 


riſhing. 
Rich. He cannot be content to rob and oppreſs men with his Extor- 


| tion, but he muſt rob the Dogs of theirdier , you have Kids and Lambs 


of your own, if it pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Gripe. It does not pleaſe my Worſhip , ſure you have liv'd with 
ſome Epicure: No, ſell 'em to Luxurious fools, that will die Beggars. 
Rich. hear Sir Humphrey Scattergood intends to ſend a Buck, 
Gripe. T'Ilfell it then, 'twill coſt more the Baking than *tis worth— 


we kill our ſelves in England with filthy pampering. 
Rich. Tcan goa Fowling with my Peice, and catch Wild-fowl for 


your Worſhip. 

Gripe. By my troth but your Worſhip ſhall not ; you will ſpend 
more 1n Powder and Shot than your Bodie's worth ; Beſides, a water- 
Spaniel with his ravenous gut will eat me out of houſe and home : 
Wild-fowl ? They are fit for Zuculius or Apicine. 

Rich. Sir, we can ſteal Coneys, if it pleaſe you 

Gripe. No Sir ! I muſt find you Butter. What damn'd Luxurious 
Fellow haſt thou lived with ? 

Rich, Sir, 1 beſeech you be pleas'd to let us have ſome Wheat 
Bread, for I have gotten the Griping, and the //iacs Paſfio, with 
Rye and Barley Bread. 

Gripe. Peace Fool ! Iamnot ſo Prodigal, thank Heay'n. 


Rich. Muſt we never have any Wineor Strong-— Beer — 
Gripe. Why! youTmpudent fellow, would you have us dye of Fea- 


- vers? Todrink Wine ſhall be Treaſon, and ſtrong Beer Felony with- 


out Clergy : I have wholſom very, very ſmall Beer, fo clear, fo fine, 
the Maulr not to be taſted in't—The Patriarchs drank nothing but 


Water, | 
Rich. That I deny, ask Zot elle. 


Gripe, Go-—Unlock my Wife's Chamber, and bid her come to me : 


This damn'd pampering Rogue would ruin me with his Gut. 


£Pnter Mrs, Gripe; 


Mrs. Grive: Will this Tyrannie never beat am'end? muſt I be al- 
ways thus abridg'dof Liberty ? a cram d Fowl has a berter time ore, 
for r521t's fed well ; butTam coop'd up and-ſtarved; nay have no Ne- 
ceſary of life, that's fit for a young Woman—— Grijpe. 
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Grige. Come Love, you have very good wholſom food, 'tis fit a 


young Womaa ſhovld mortifie and keep down her Luſts. 

R:ch. Eipeciaily when ſhe marries an old Man, hee'l taſt her down 
to his own appetite 

Mrs. Gripe. Nay, in the Winter I am kept without Fire or Candle. 
I have neither Natural or Artificial heat from— 

Gripe. "Tis to preſerve on life, my Love. Didſt thou ever {ce 
Cooks or Glaſsmen long liv'd? Fire deſtroys the Natural heat, they 
live lonyzeſt in cold Countreys. 

Rich. Yer Meat is always raw for want of fire. 

Gripe, I will ſave fire, and have it roaſted by Burning: Glaſſes, and 
inſtead of Candles (and by the wy the Grand Signior, ſuffers none 
of his Wives to have any,) I will have Glow-worms, rotten Wood 
and fiſh Bones——Fire ſuftocates Natural heat. 

Mrs. Gripe. 1 have heard your Servants in Winter with for the 
Plague or any hot Diſcale ; and I'for my part could be coarented 
with a Feaver, 

Gripe, Can you not uſe Exerciſe to ſtir «. your Natural heat. 

Mrs.Gripe, You let me have Exerciſe littic enough ! Heav'n knows. 

Gripe. Can you not play at Shuttlecock, or carry a Handful upon 
occaſion ? 

Rich, T will play at Stool-ball with the Maids, and that will tit up 
Natural heat. 

Mrs. Gripe. No—T haveendured your cruel Tyranny too long, but 
above all, your Jealouſic is moſt provoking. 

Grape. 'Tis nothing but my love, my great love. Doſt thou think 
I do not love my Money—why Lam Jealous of that, and lock it up as 
Ido thee—l know what a Treaſure thou arts 

Mrs. Gripe. Give me leave to know my own value too: And thatl 
deſerve not to be uſed fo, Iwill have the liberty of a She-Subjet 
of England. 

Gripe. What a Pox ! The liberty of Cuckolding your Husband , 
for that it comes to, to receive Viſits, and ſculk about in C hairsia 
Vizors, to meet damn'd Roguy Whoremalters, which they call Ad- 
mirers with a Pox to 'em. 

Ars. Gripe. Thou deſerv'ft tobeuſed ſo, When you are at home 
I am never out of my Priſon , but in your preſence, my cruel Jailor ; 
and when you are abrogd, I am fed at a Grate like the Lyons in the 
7 ower (if I may call it feeding.) If there be any means under the Sun to 


getmy liberty, I willattempt it. CEnter Rich, 


Þe.-Nay thenl will uſe my Conjugal authority, 
| C 3 Rich, 
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Rich.' Sir Humphrey Fcattergood's Steward is come to ſpeak with 
ou. 1 EL | SEAL kJ. = " 

Gripe, Go1nto your Chamber ! go, I ſay. | 

Mrs. Gripe, Well Tyrant, I ſhall be quit with you. 

Gripe, No, you ſhall not ; Tiktake care not to be a Cuckold, 
| = '[ She goes, he follows her, locks 
— - ber in, and returns, 


Enter Steward. 


Rich. Your humble Servant.” * #0 

Stew, Sir, Iam your Friend and Servant to command. Mr, Grjpe,, 
Good Morrow to your Worſhip. ' Exh 

Gripe. Mr. Steward, What brings you hither. 

Stew. My Maſter's Command. , 

Gripe. What can his Worſhip tronour me withal ? 

Stew, lt is to borrow Money on a Mortgage. 

Gripe. Looke you Richard, this is an Als that will pleaſe all his Sen- 
fes, and he muſt borrow! Ohdamn'dSenles ! Well, the Money's ready, 
10000 /. we treated for. | 

Stew. Erelong we ſhall have occaſion to trouble you for more, as 
Sir Humphtey goes on. Bp 

Gripe. See what becomes of foolih Senſe-pleaſers ! Poor Puppies ! 
Miſerable. Fools! I pity 'em: I'll not pleafe one, not I Richard: Come, 
tet's about this Buſineſs, and get my Lord to Seal. 

Rich, Well faid, old Chancery, fay I. ——- : We 

'Twould make onef{cratch where it does not itch, 
To ſee Fools hvye poor to dye rich: \ DExennt, 


The End of the Firit Af, 
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ACT. 


Enter Sir Humphry, Bellamy, Wildman, Phillis, Celia, Chloris; 


Servants waiting at Dinner, 


Sir Eumph. £ NAll in my Muſick ! Ill conlecrate my Birth-Day to all 
my Senſes: He is a narrow-hearted Als that pleaſes 
one at once ; I'l| pleaſe as many as 1 can together. 

Bell. It is Ingenious Luxury ! 

Sir Humph. Ihatea mere Glutton, a mere Drunkard , or a meer 
Wencher ; They are as bad as meer Scholars or meer Lawyers, good 
for nothing elſe: That man 1s happieſt that rakes delight in moſt 
things : There's not a Virtue or a Vice Ill leave untry d for Plealure 
or for Curioſity. 

Hildm. There ſpoke a Cherub, Fill up the Bowl then, fill it high, 
fill all the Glaſſes up ; for why , here's our noble Friend's, Sir H/m- 
phrey's Health. 

Bell. Give me a Brimmer to celebrate his Birth-day. Ladies, 
There's no ſcaping this Health.Men ot Rolin and Cats-guts, itrike up. 

Sir Humph. Strike up! D' hear Raſcals ! Let me have colther 
Scents, and fume the Room , my Noltrils are not pleas'd enough. 

Bell. Areall ready ? a Thouſand years to you, 

Hildm. And all the while the joy of Wine, Youth, and Beauty 
with you. 

Phill, Thy everlaſting Health,my Dear ! [Sound az Alarm all toge- 

ther. 7 hey flouriſþ, 


Emer Gripe, Stewara, anaRichard. 

Stew. My Lord, Mr. Gripe has drawn Bills , they are accepted, ani 
he is come to have you Sign and Seal | 

Sir Humph. Kick that old Fool our, 1s he come to interupt my plez- 
{ure with damn'd confounded Buſinels? which always mutt wuh me 
give way to my delight. a . 
j Stew. How this muſt rejoyce my o!1d Maſter's Ghoſt, cou'd he but 

ce it! 

Gripe. Good ! How faſt his Worſhips Land will malt into my Cot. 
fers ; thele are foolithSenſe-plealers, Richard. 

Sir Humph. Sic down and eat with us, Mr. Grzpe. 

Gripe. I will not eat luxurious Meats : I love no Surfeits, 


Bell. Give him a Beer Glals ro Sir Fumphrey's Health. 


- : 
4 2} 1/ Wa SIO 3,- 4 }\J/ ? Fd \1 | ' 
y ſ [l ' , 4 [/ "; || Ww-? 4 4 ET" | L "7 of 


(14 

Gripe, Thave renounced Wine, 1donot carefor Feavers; nor will 
I pleale one Senſe I have. 

Cel. Outon him ! Filthy fellow ! wilthe not pleaſe his Senſes? 

Sa Methinks a Feaver ſhould be a very pleaſant Diſeaſe for an 
old Man, 

Rich. Are you madSir! why 'twill coſt you nothing ; at leaſt give 
me leave to ſnap at a little Meat and Wine. 

Gripe. You Raſcal ! will you Diſgrace my Houſe-keeping. They'l 
think y are Hungerſtarv' d-— 

Rich. They'l not think much amiſs. 

Gripe. Peace you damn'd Epigram ! contein your ſelf, or I will 
mawl your Pate for you : Laugh at thele Senſe-plealers ; They will 
dyein Ditches, fool. 

Richard, Better dye than live in Ditches, and we live worſle---for 
Frogs have a better life than we. 

Phill. Let us not mind this Brute. But let your Seryagts Dance 
their Entry you promis d—— 

Sir Humph, Let 'em begin! 
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Dance. 


Does not this pleaſe you ? 

Gripe. What is the worth of any thing, but ſo much Money as 'twill 
bring: He was a brave Poet that wrote that. 

Sir Humph. But hereare fine Ladies! here's a ſight for you, and to 
enjoy *em in Dalliance, were pleaſure infinite—— 

Gripe, A huge Trunk-full of Bonds and Mortgages , and another 
great Coffer-full of Money to rowl and wanton in ; There's a ſight ! 
there's rapture for you 

Sir Humph. Yes, for Fools that make Money the end of their 
wiſhes, and not the means to other things, Come on ! Sing the Song 
I love ſo well—— 


Gripe. Pox on Songs ! give me the Jingling of Money-bags. 
SONG. 


Et ſome great joys pretend to find 
| = nf biefics of the Jo 
And nothing to the Soul can come, 
Till th' uſhering Senſes make it room. 
Wor can the Mindbe ey at eaſe, 


unleſs you firſt the Body pleaſe, 
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Life is, what ere vain Man may dowbs, 
But taking in and putting out. 
Since Life's but a Span, 
= Live as much as you hf 
t none of it paſs without Pleaſure ; 
But puſb po Strewgth 
Of what Zife wants in length : 
In the Breadth you muſt make up the Meaſare. 
2. 
All ſolid Pleaſures, Fops lay by 
px) ſeek + s grand os 6A nor why : 
,— we ig Images th' enjoy, 
ich Fancy makes, and can deftroy. 
HW in immaterial things delight, 
Dream. in the Day as well as Night : 
1n that how can they Pleaſure take, 
Of which no Image Thought can make, 
Since Life's, &c. 


3. 

In vain no moment then be ſpent, 
Fall up the little Life that's lent , 
Feaſts, Muſick, Hine the Day poſſeſs ; 
The Night, Love, Touth and Beauty bleſs, 
The Senſes now in gourn treat, 
Then all together by the great , 
No empty ſpace in Life be found, 
But one continued Joy go round. 

Since Life's, &c. 


Phill. Very fine, I vow— 

Celia. Upon my word tis delicate / 

Chl, Well, Sir Eumphrey's a {weet man. 

Sir Humph. How do you like this, Mr. Gripe 

Gripe. 'Tis abominable, profane, ſcandalous, and (curvy. 

Sir Humph. T'lltry topleaſe you , you ſhall hear an Italian Eunuch. 

Gripe. 1 had: as lieve hear a Grey-hound with Trillo's and long 
Graces, ſing a Love Song to the Moon ; But much rather hear my 
Maſtiff reaching my Neighbour's Hog his Gamut , when he comes 
into my Ground, ? 


Sir Hwumph, What think you of a broken Conſort of Volay 
> 
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and Theorbo's joyn'd . with: -Itatian- Voices: FN have. that for 
ou. _ | A 868% 33 RAIL! 

: Gripe, I thad rather hear a Broken Confort \n my Hogyard : My 

Bores and Sow's grunt out Harmonious Bales, 'my_Hogs ſing out 

their Brisker Countenours, my (weet voicd Pigs 14queak out Melo- 

dious Trebles.—— | | OIWR3TU, * 

Bell. What think you of 'xConlort of Cathedral Voices. 

Gripe. 1 had rather hear tweet 'Frogs chant. our their Anthems 
againit Rain, joyn'd with the paſſionate voices of old Toads. And for 
my more ſprightly Muſick Schreech Owls, and a Conlort of 
Cats run mad for Love,, with the Harmonious braying of ſome Aﬀes ; 
joyn'd to theſe a Paper-Mill for an Organ, a Pewterer, Silver-Smith, 
Trunk-Maker, with Tinkers: playing thorough Bales upon Kettles, 
Tell not me of Muſick, diſpatch my Bulinels, 

Sir Humph, Comel will withdraw with you, and Sign and Seal. 
> Phill. Ladies, I will wait on you again ipſtantly. 

CExit all bat Bell. Wild, 
Celia, Chloris. 

Bell. Survey my youth, and refle& upon your own Beauty, and 
1mmagin whether 1t be poſſible to forbear thinking or talking of 
Love when we mret -—— 

Celia. Neither thinking nor talking of Love will do the-buſineſs, I 
am engaged to Sir Vichslas Peakegooſe, and would not be falſe for the 
whole world, I ſwear— 

Bell. True to him, 'tis impoſſible , you cannot love him, he's ug- 


ly and fooliſh 
Celia, Oh, buthe's very good: natur'd, and admires me extream- 
ly——you that call your (elves witty men, have ſome. Love indeed ; 


but 'ris like French Courage, hot in the Onſet, and as{wift in the 
retreat ——— 

HVilam. True to a keeper , ſure you will not be a thing ſo out of 
faſhion 

Chls. Oh Lord, I would not be falſe to Sir Chriftopher Swaſh tor all 
this earthly good : "Tis a 'ſhame Women thould be lo falſe to their In- 
trigues, as ſome are ; I wonder at their Conſciences. . What do they 
think will become of their Souls another day ? 

Hilam. Love heartily, asI do, and 'twill take away that fcruple ; 
let me tell you, *tis# great Sin,” and I wonder-you can have the Con 
ſcience not to pity me: For Fan haveſtruck:me'ta;the heart— | i: :/ 

Chlo. Youare pleas'd toſay lo. born) 1m aan 

Wildm. Will you hear me {wear bloodily ? by—— +. 


Chls, 


OO EIT 
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Chls. Hold! hold ! have you no Religion in you ? Lord , how I 
tremble for fear of an Oath ! 

Bell. *Tis true, he pays for your Body ; but 'tis not fit he ſhould 
have your mind: let me but have that 

Celia, That will not ſerve your turn. 

Bell. No,---But it I have the Mind once, I am ſure the Body is not 
RY far off, which would bene'r the worſe for Sir Vicho/s thould I leave 
| it, which I never would 
| Celia, Shall it ever be ſaid that Iam falſe to my Keeper ? —— 

Bell. No, itſhall never be told ; and if it were, hee'd ne'r believe 


- 


k it, whois ſo conceited of himſelf, that he thinks you love him. ' 
JON Celia, We of our Profeſſion muſt be as careful of our Credit as 4 
Merchants and Bankers ſhould be ; if we break with one , we ſhall & 


ne'r be truſted by another. 
Bell, Care to conceal is good ; but barren Truth is good for no- 
thing : The falſeſt Women like the greateſt Knaves, thrive moſt. 
Hil. 1 ſhould love at another rate than your Friend Swaſb ; 1 ſhould 
not leave you for the love of Bottles and the Company of Bullies, to 
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: | roar, and ſcowr,and break Windows. 2 
Chls. Indeed heis a little too wild, but he has the prettieſt merry 
I humours with him 

= ///4. 1 deſire but to viſit you, while Drink makes him unfit for 


you ; I am ſure you do not love him. 
Chlo. No, why he's the prettieſt wittieſt wild Gentleman about the 


pf Town: He fays the Wits love him dearly, 
RE Bel, All Love is in equality. Iamſure you cannot love him whom 
IM you keep under like a Spaniel. 
7 Celia. Indeed I keep him in Diſcipline, do not Fathers love their 

| Children, yet keep'em at a diſtance. 

; ' 
- Enter Sir Chriſtopher Swaſh, Blunderbus, a»d Heildebrand. 
" | Et's Drink, let's Drink al Day ana Night Sir Chrift. 
EN | Gtrve each a luſty Bonl : we Bullies 
7 \| Thu « the raviſhing Delight Sine, 
i Of ev'ry Thirſty Soul , 
> | \ ' Let others ſoak all Night in Beds 
y \ And live but half their time , 
+: ONE \,* The Hine that's always in our Heads 

py Shatl- flill preſerve us iu 'our prime, 

ls. % Shall ſtill, Sc, 
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Sir Chriſt. The Devil take me ZBlunderbus and Heildebrand, if we 
be nt very mad Fellows. 

Celia; This is Sir Chriſtopher Swaſb, and his two Bullies. _ 

B!und., Ounds ! what Prigg is yon talking with your Natural--- 

Heild. Shall I pluck out Porker, and lay him on thick ? 

Sir Chr. No, he&s my friend, an honeſt fellow, and as mad a fellow 
as the beſt of us. Honeſt #7/dman Oylie, how doſt thou do? How 
dolt Prigg Bellamy ? Gad we have had a rare Night on't, we have 
Toar'd, and ſung and ranted ; kick't all Males, kits'd all Females, 
{wing'd Conſtables and Watches, trounced Bailifts, broke Windows 
and ttormed Bawdy-houles, and committed other outrages to the 
confuſion of much people 

Celia. Oh, fie my Dear ; why wouldſt thou venture thy Perſon, 
when thou know {it how Ilove thee? get thee gon, Thou art ſuch a 
wild thing. | 

Sir Chr. Peace, my Buttock, no harm done, we have nct been in 
Bed theſe four and twenty hours. 

Zet others ſoak all Night in Beads, &c. 
And live but half their time, &c. 
On my Conſcience and Soul we broke Fourſcore pounds worth of 
Windows. 

Bell, 1s not this a pretty Gentleman to be in Love with ? 

Sir Chr. Pray, know my Friends , Blunderbus and Heildebrand : 
They are as honeſt fellows as er draok Beer-glaſs, and as brave as ever 
ſtood Cannon-bullet---But where's Sir Humphrey? hey-—hey— 

The Vine that's always in our Heads 
| Shall ſtill preſerve us in our prime. 
Am notlI a very mad fellow , Ha, Sir Hamphrey-Hey boys ! let, me 


ki's thee, Oplic--- 


[Stngs. 


Enter Sir Humphrey, Phillis, ana Stewarg, 


Sir Fumph. Six Chriſtopher Swaſo, your Servant. 
Str Chr. Let me preleat theſe Gentlemen to you they are of good 


Families , Their Name Blunderbus and Heildebrand, 


Sir Humph, They are great Names indeed , but they are ſomething 


negitgently dreſs d— 

Sr Chr. That's all one, they are as brave 2s Lightning , and wall 
kick Bailiffs like Thunder, and faith they*| {cowr and roar like Can- 
neon. They are the beſt Company in the world, and are my Life- 


guard againit Bailifts, 
Str 
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Sir Hiimph. They look dreadfully 
Sir Chr, Dreadfully! fo they do, why each of 'em has kill'd his 
man. | But as they are very brave, ſo they are very ingenious , and 
rare Company---Here's Heildebrand has a number of the pureſt Biwdy 
Songs, and will Sing and Play a thorow-bale with his fingers rubbing 
too and fro upon a Table thus, moſt incomparably , and then Blux- 
derbus will hoop, hollow, and hunt over a Bottle with any man in £«- 
rope, and they are the braveit Catch-fingers both of 'em 

Blund. Nay, gad Sir Nicho/as, you make me blu(h, 

Heild. Upon my honour, you Compliment ! 

Sir Chr. Becaule they ſay ſo now, you ſhall hear 'em ſing— a Boat, 
a Boat, 

Blund. Comeon. 

Heild, To pleale you--+ 

A Boat, a Boat, haſte to the Ferry, &c. [They Sing. 

Sir Chr. Arenot we mad Fellows? Faith we can be merry and we 
ſet on't , we have roar'd and {cowr'd, and kept Covent-gardew wak- 
10g all laſt Night. 

Bluxd. On my Conſcience we beat Threeſcore people. 

Sir Chr. Ay, Fourſcore, Men, Women, and Children—ha, was 
not that well? 

Sir Humph. Oh very well ! Hark you Gentlemen, a Deſign comes 
into my Head of carrying this roaring Company, the Women and 
the Fiddles to that wretch Gripe's Houle 

Bell. That will be very well--—Twill fright him out of his Wits, 
and perhaps free his Wite into the Bargain 

Blund. Whoſe Caravan is that other which yon ſpruce Prizg talks 
with-—- 

Sir Chr. A Coxcomb's, one Sir A/icholas Peat-gooſe — 

Heild. Does yon fellow manage her ? 

Sir Chr. No, ſhe's kept I tell you : Do you thiak a Woman that's 
kept would lye with another ? 

Phill, We ſhall certainly have very good ſport. 

Sir Humph. 'Tis reſolv'd , Sir Chriſtopher—we have reloly'd that 
all this Company, and my Fiddles, ſhall forthwith goto the wretch 
oy Houle, and Rant and Sing, Dance and Roar, and play pranks 
there | 


Sir Chr. Hey Boys ! Hey ! a moſt admirable Deſign—Weel tear the 
ground, and roar, and make more noiſe than a Sea-Fight. 
Good ſtore of lrick Claret ſupplies, &c. 
Linda the Man that is Drunk is 4s great as 4 King. 
2 


Sir 
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Sir Flamph, Well ſaid, Sir Chriſtopher , d'ye hear Steward, bid all 
my Coaches be brought to. the Gate; and provide a Collation fit 
for us, as you tender your Ears, and ſendall my Fiddles and Voices 
to Gripe's with the Collation---- 

Sir Chr, Come ! ler's march on, Blunderbus and Heildebrand, we 
will break Windows all the way we go, Kick every Male from a 
Link-boy toa Lord upwards ; Kilsevery Female, from the Simperin 
Lady to the Widemouth Jade that crys Sprats ; Swinge Bum-baili 
exceflively, and commit filthy outrage, to the aſtoniſhment of the 
Mobile; Come along. 


Good ſtore of good Claret ſupplies, &c. 
[Exeunt Omnes, 


SCENE Gries Houle. 


Gripe ad Richard. 


Gripe. Where have you been roguing Sirrah , that you did not 
wait on me home ? 

Rich, I ſtay'd todo a thing Tam not us'd to, fill my Belly, enjoy 
my Friends, and be Merry. 

Gripe. Oh Devil-—-1 think the Rogue ſtinks of Strong-Beer , 

Rich. That's a lye. Tis Wine ! Cry you mercy Sir, is that a 
ftink ? here's Sir Hamphrey's good Health---He's a Noble perlon, will 
you pledge me, Sir 

Gripe. Heav'n and Earth! the Impudent Rogue's Drunk 

Rich. I have Drank and Victual'd at Sir Humphrey's for a Months 
Famine I am to endure here---I am hung round with Bottles and ſtutr 
tull of Provifion, will you eat a Pullet? | 

Gripve, Oh impudeant Villain ! bring Drunkenneſs into my Houſe--- 

Rich. Ay, orelle I ne'r ſhould have found it here— 

Gripe. Audacious Villain! Thou ſtay ft not ia my Houſe—T will 
turn thee away preſently 

Rich, The belt News T have heard thele ten days —— 

Gripe. Say '| thou ſo Rogue, no, I will have thee whipt ſoundly. 
And in the mean time 1 will beat thee damnably, to tame thy dama d 
unruly S:nfes, Thou baſe, filthy Swine—— 

Rich. Here's Twelve Go-downs more upon Reputation, toSir Fun 


Fhrex's Health —— | 
Gripe. lil bealth you Roguz ! take that;--FIl mavil your Rogue- 


——_ <— 
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Rich.. Twas baſe to take advantage of my Drinking. Stand off, T 
tay, forif you ſtrike once more, take notice good Claret has taken 
away the relation betwixt us, andT ſhall grow damnably paſho- 


nate —— 
Gripe. Ha ! the Rogue may kill me inhis Drink, and for ought I 


know rob me, which is worle. Go, and bid the Maid let on the 
Pipkin with the black Pudding tor your Miltrefſe's Supper and mine. 

Rich. A Poxon Pipkins---I have brought my Miſtrels ſome cram'd 
Chickens, /Yeſiphalia Bacon , Neats Tongues, and ſomething elle in 
my Breeches —I have an honour for my Miſtrels, and ſhould be 
loath to ſee her want. 

Gripe. Thy Back ſhall be mawl'd for this at Bridewelf to Morrow ; 
Rogue, Dog, Son,of a Whore : Richard, (ell that Wine and Provi- 
ſion, andI will put the Money out for thee. *TIwill come toa pretty 
Sumin a year ——= 

Rich. 1 (corn Uſury : Do you think Tl be curſt as you are ? 

Gripe, Aslam! Rogue 

Rich, Good words, I ſay,---for l am in an ill humour, and ſhall be 
ſuddenly provoked; but to ſhew I am in perfe& Charity with you, 
here's to my Miſtreſſe's health, Ihonour her moſt immaculately---- 

Gripe. Go, go---out, and ſleep and be ſober —— 

Rich. Well, farewel ; I'll not keep luch bale ſober Company — 

Gripe. To morrow ſhall thy Carcals (uffer,and thy Senſes be tamed. 
Here Mall! where art thou ? Come we will walk and take the Air, 


that thou may | get a Stomach to thy Supper. 


Enter Mrs. Gripe; 
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Ars. Gripe. Twere well if I could get a good Supper to my 
| Stomach. 
| Gripe, I keep a temperate Diet topreſerve us. Do not they that 
fare hardelt live longeſt ? 


i . Mrs, Grige. Icanendure your diſſembling no longer. "Tis for the 
J ' love of vile Money, and not care of my Health. I have born thy 

Tyranny too long. ; 

| Gripe. I Save-to make thee arich Widow——Ithink the Woman 

| begins to be peevith. Come, I will kiſs thee, and put thee in good: 
: 


humour, feth I will. . 
Mrs. Gripe. Kils a Death's head ! a Coffin! my Mother betray'd me 


in my Youth to the ſhvery of thy Age. Thou didſt p:omile to be a 
Father to me; thou canſt not be a. Husband, and wilt not be a Fa- 
ther—but a cruel Tyrant,  Gripe:. 


: , , N - 


(22) 
ripe, Be not perverſe, for by Cock and Bottle, Heay'n forgive 
me for Swearing—-I will give thee Conjugal Chaſtiſement--- 

Mrs. Gripe. 'Sheart ! talk no more to me of that, you have worn 
out all my patience ; andI henceforward will be a Tigrels to thee, 

Gripe, Audacious ! 

Ars.Gripe, Thavea Brother, whocomes this Night to Town, he 
loves me, we were Twins, he'll right me ; Thou never (aw'ſt him, 
but ſhortly to thy coſt thou ſhalt--His Serjeant ſpoke to me out at my 
Priſon Window, he is beating up Drums for a ſupply for Flandeys. 
There is not a fiercer young Officer in the Army : Hell cut thy Throat 
if thou abuſeſt me lo. 

Gripe.. Death, is that He&orly Fellow come, you uſe tothreaten me 
with ? Oh Impudence ! my Family is turn'd Topſy-turvy—— 

Mrs. Gripe. I will have the ſame Chriſtian Liberty that others of 
my quality have, I will viſit and be viſited — 

Gripe, Viſits with a Pox ; ay, that way come Meſſages, Tokens, 
Letters and Bawding for one another, and the Frolick goes round. 

Mrs. Gripe, 1 will have Money enough to venture 50 /, ina Night 
at Ombre. 

Gripe. Ounds 50 1. fhe makes me tremble ! 

Mrs. Gripe. Tl make you know the right of an Engliſh Woman 
beforel have done. 

Gripe. Prodigious and amazing ! the right of an Engliſh Woman 
to _ and cuckold her Husband ' in into your Chamber ! go 
in, I ſay! ] 

Frm Gripe. Peace, old Fool. I ſay not in- 


Gripe. Nay then CorreQion will enſue (He lifts up his Cane, 
Mrs, Gripe, Yes' that it (hall old Tyrant-- as. 7 it out of 
4s mand, 


Gripe, What noiſe 1s that ? 
Enter a Servant of Sir Humphrey Scattergood. 


Serv. Sir, My Maſter is juſt entring with a great Train of Gentle- 
men and Ladies, and has ſent a Collation and Bottles of Wine, that 
you may not be at Charges. 

Gripe, Confound him and his Train, D'e hear Mrs. go into your 
Chamber. 

Mrs. Gripe. I will ſtay toentertain the Ladies. 


Gripe. Ladies ! Whores ! a Plague on 'em all ! in, in, or this knife 


ſhall be embrued in thy Blood. 
Mrs, Gripe, Help! help ! Iwill not go in, Enter 
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Enter Sir Humphrey , Sir Chriſtopher , Bellamy , Wildman, 
Heildebrand and Blunderbus, with Phillis, Celia, 
Chloris. Servants, Fidales, &c, 


Sir Humph. What's the matter! at wars with your Wife ? 

Gripe. My dear Wife ! No-She is not well, ſhe will endanger her 
health , which is very dear tome. 

Mrs, Gripe. lam well--I ſhall not endanger my health, nor is it 
dear to him. - Ladies, your humble Servant, I am proud of the honour 
of this vilit, [Men and Womes ſalute Mrs. Gripe. 

Gripe. Ounds ! ſhe can Compliment, Death they kiſs too moſt 
Laſciviouſly—— 

Sir Chr. How doſt thou do, old Boy ! we are come to Drink, Sing, 
Roar, and be merry with thee, 


The Kings moſt faithful Subjetts we 

tn;s Service are not Dull, 

He arink to ſhow our Loyalty 

And make his Of: full. _ 
Honld all his Subjetts ditnk like we, 

He'd make him richer far, 

More Powerful and more Proſp rom - 

Then all the Eaſtern Monarchs are, , 

Thex all, &c. 


Sir Hunph. Madam ! I come to endeavour your releaſe, and there-. 


fore be ready at the firit opportunity. 

Mrs, Gripe. You oblige me. 

Gripe, Have you any private buſinels with my Wife ? 

[Comes betwixt em. 

Sir Chr. What a Pox, doyou interrupt a Gentleman, that's talking 
to your Wife—hah! 

Heild, He delerves Chaſtiſement, you uncivil old Prigg. - 

Blund. If he had offer'd that to me, I would have blown him into 
Atoms. 

Sir Chr, Shall I beat him, and kick him damnably, and break his 
Windows, Sir Humphrey, ha '! : 

Sir Humph. Not yet | Come Ladies, I have brought my Fiddles. 
Let's have a Dance in the firſt place. 


Ars, Grite, With all my hearr, 274 
Gripe, 
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Gripe, What will become of me ! Hell is broke looſe, Huſwife } 
remember this. 

Sir Humph. Come Mr. Gripe, will you joyn with us? 

Gripe. No Sir, Ithank you Richard, raile the Conſtable and a 
ſtrong Watch againſt theſe outragious Raſcals. 

Rich, Sir, I will not for the world ; Sir Humphrey is my Friend,and 
I love and honour him , and here's another Rous to his health. 

Gripe. Hell and Confuſion ! Damn'd Rogue ! Ill murder thee. 

Rich. You hall not ſtarve me as long as Sir Humphrey lives, i'gad, 

Gripe, Ounds! She dances, a very damn'd.confounded Town- 

ade. 
J They dance a Country Dance, at the end of which Sir Humphrey 
leads ber out Dancing. 

Hell and Devils / what trick's this—oh my Wife, my Wife, come 
in you Baggage. [He runs out and pulls her in, 

Sir Humph, Are you mad ? *Tis part of the Dance. 

Gripe. You ſhall lead her no ſuch Dance, Here Huſwite, get you 
into your Chamber. 

Sir Chr, What do you interrupt the Danee ? Earthquakes, Inun- 
dations, roaring Seas and Thunder, I'll mawl ye. [ Kicks him, 

Rich, There's rare taming of yout Senſes for you, 

Ars. Gripe. Excellent—Pll not take 200 /. for this beating. 

Sir Chr. Break all the Windows—Heildebrand and Blunderbus —— 

Ars. Gripe. Hold, hold ! what do you mean? 

Gripe. Good again, very good. 

Sir Chr. At your Command much may be done, Madam. 

Sir Humph, Sirrah ! Fill every one a Brimmer to Mrs. Gripe's 
health. Give Grzpe one. 

Sir Chr. Take it,and drink it to your Ladie's health ; or dy the Soul 
of Scanderbeg 1 will carbonado thy old muſty Body. 

Gripe. Plagues! and Curſes ! well, there's no remedy. 

Sir Chr. Down on your Knees all. Strike up Fiddles, an Alarm, 
Fire all—Hey Boys —- 

Good flore of brick Claret ſapplies ery thing, 
And the Man, &c. 

AmnotlI a very mad fellow, Sir Humphrey ? 

Celis. Did you ever ſee{uchanodious old fellow ? | 

Bell. Women , I ſee can lye by any nauſeous Raſcals, if they! 
marry them or keep 'em—l am ſure you cannot nor ſhall not love 
Sir VVicholas 

Hildm, Prithee ! thigk no more of that Roiſter, 


Chlo, 


(25) 

Chlo. Really he's a pretty witty wild Creature, 

Gripe. Gentlemen , what have I done to deſerve tlicſe Outrages ? 

Sir Chr. Done.!. Damm'e you area Rogue,and an Uluxer, Sirrah ! 

Phill, Done! filthy fellow to ſhut up your Wite againſt the Law 
of Nature. 6 

Sir Humph. We come to oblige you, to vilit and be merry with 
you and your Lady 

Sir Chr. Hands all around / We'll Dance abdut him, till you 
run away with his Wife. Play Fiddles—fAa, la, la, la, la. 

Sir Hum, Come Madam,—break oft-- S'. breaks of with Mys. Gripe: 


-s he's going off , Gripe 
2 creeps under their Legs. 

Gripe. Come back Whoremaſter ! have I caught you, Strumpet ? 
remember there 1s Law Sir. Remember that——— 
Blund, What does the Scoundrel talk of Law ? 

Heild. Beat his Brains out. [Boy with a Flambeux ready. 

Mrs. Gripe. Now Gentlemen, you mult give me leave to'ſay you 

do not well to triumph o'rean old Man. He is my Husband, and ! 

mult love him ; though he uſes me tyrannically, and ſhuts me up 


in Prilon—— 
© +4008; | 
 Chlo. Y How, ſhut up your Wife! 
Phill. 


Celia, Oh thou old Doward. Thou ſhame of Mankind / 

Chlo. Woman was meant to go at large : Thou filthy Creature. 

Phill, Shall Woman, that's wild by Nature, be tam'd by thee 
baſe Fellow ? 

Sir Humph.' He invades the right of Whoremaſters, and 'ris not to 
be born ; we have the right of Commonage, and he impales. 

Gripe. Heav'n prote& me but this once, I leldom trouble ir. 

Mrs. Gripe, lamreſolv'd toeicape, but not in ſuch lewd Compa- 
ny. Richard,” Do you ſtand here whatever happens till I come to 
you, nd do as Idirett you, andI Il reward you-— 

Rich, Any thing ; forI love and honour you, and ſcorn and hate 


my Maſter, | 
Gripe. YetIiay, ally, good Hally go into my Chamber. 
Mrs. Gripe. 1 perceive their intentions are baſe---I will my dear, 
inſtantly, Sir, put out all the Candles, and I'll ſecure my Eſcape. 
Sir Humph. With all my heart, Gentlemen,affiſt me in this Deſign. 
Gripe. The Candles are out---murder , murder, help, help. I am 
cuckolded, rob'd, undone. Murder ! Villains, Thieves, Murderers, 


Whore- 
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Whoremaſters, Sons o' Whores, Raſcals, Strumpets—— 


[rs Gripe puts a looſe 


| Gown on Richard. 
Mrs.Gripe, Where art thou, my Dear? I oy in with thee, I 


am convince dI was in the wrong, [ She puts Rich. hand in Gripe's. 
Gripe. Come my Dear,give me thy hand, my good Dear ; I'll mawl 
thee with a Plague to thee for this-- anon— [ Aiae. 


* [Gripe /eaas Rich, into the Chamber for his HVife. 
Ars Gripe. Now—tarewel old Tyrant, andall thereſt of. ye; -if I 
had eiczpd by violence, I had had a hue and cry after me, and been 
ſtopt prelently——— LExit Mrs. Gripe, 
Heild. Gad! its dark-—have at theſe Women--- (C &iſſes Cel. Bell. 
Ounds you Son of a Whore. l ſtrikes him, he 
| /trikesBlunder. 
Bluna. Lightning and Thunder! what Raſcal cufft me? have at 
ſomebody. 
Sir Humph. What's the Matter ' 2 hey draw , Women 
Flamboyes come in. CT ſhriek and get out. 
Sir Chr, Ill ſtand up againſt the Wall. Fight on my merry 
mea all 
Gripe. Oh for ſome Murder among themſelves, F Enter Footmen 
Sir Humph. What's the matter here ? with Flambeaux; 
Blund. 1 was boxt ! 
Heild, 1 was cuftr ! ; 
Sir Chr. Come brave Boys: twas in the dark, and 'tis no diſhe- 
nour, neT mind it. | 
He that wears a brave Soul, and dares handſomly db , 
[s a Herauld to himſelf, and a Godfather too, 
Sir Humph, Some other time let this be examin'd— 
Gripe.. Now you'l be gon ; She you came for is ſafe! all your force 
cannot break open that Dore. There lies your way —— 
Footm. He is miſtaken, the Lady took one of the Coaches by your. 
order, the laid, and 1s gon—— 
Sir Humph. Let's be gon and look after the Ladies, 
Blxad, I ſhalt make ſome ſmoak. 
Heild, Blood ſhall enfue—— [ Ex. all but Gripe. 
Gripe. 1 will arreſt every man, e nd whenT have recovered Dama- 
g25, indi *em for a Riot , poor Fools ! This was a lucky adventure, 
fiacc I have ſav'd my Wife. They have left their Banquet and Wine, 
1 will make Money of it. Let me go faſten my. Doors, . [ Exit, 


The End of the Second AF, 


(27) 
ACT. IIL 


Enter Mr. Gripe. 


Gripe. QO ! Thave laid up their Proviſions, and ſhall make Money 

of *em, asI intend todo of my beating I have had, andthe 

| Riot. they have committed ; I have taken order my drunken Rogue 

ſhall be apprehended. But now to my Wiſe ! perfidious Jade ! I ſhall 
keep her Priſoner during life , for all her He&orly Brother — 

[Exit Gripe, 

Rich, within, 1 think this diſguiſe will fright him, and ſecure me 

frgm a good ſubſtantial beating into the bargain: If I can get once 

A out of the Chamber-----I am ſure I will face him down 1 ne'r was 


in it— | > 
” 

Enter Gripe with a Candle, , , 

Gripe. Here! where is this vile Moffecr of Woman-kind ? Dot ' 
thou hide thy ſelf--hah! Mercy upon me ! who's here, the Devil ! A 
; the Devil ---  '[ He runs roaring out, the Candle falts, Ib 
Rich, | thought my Face was pretty well before, but I fee I could £5 
makeit uglicr ; Art may improve Nature much. Now will I ſhift ND 
for my ſelt-—- [ £xi. p< 
Gripe. Help, help ! the Devil! the Devil ! No 
Richard Re-enters in his own Habit. ; e: 

Ns 

Rich. What's the matter Sir ? > 
Gripe. Oh! the Devil! the Devilia my Chamber ? by 
Rich. Where ! where ! Let's ſee, 1 have lighted the Candle IJ: 
again ! DY 
Gripe. Oh Rogue! art thou here ! I think thou art the Devil, how 72 


couldit thou get in elſe? Ilock'd all my dores and ſearch'd every 
Room in the houſe, and thou wer't not in any of 'em 

Rich, Sir, I was grown a little ſoberer with the fright of the * 
Swords drawn, and ſenſible of my fault, Thid my ſelf from your In- 
dignation under my Flock-bed, where I have lain and (weat and trem- 
_ till I heard youccry out, and I could not but come to your aſh- 

ance: | 

Gripe. That makes fome amends. Let's into my Wife's Chamber 

and ſee what's the matter, may be *twas a trick of the lewd Wo- 
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man's to fright me, I am ſureTput her inthere——Tled her by the 
hand my felt—— 

Rich, Be not.afraid, Str, ſure twas no Devil you ſaw ! have you not 
ſome guilt upon your Conlcience ? 

Grize. Sawcy Rogue, I guilt--I have none-—Iam as innocent as the 
Child new born, * Come-—tet's in Raſcal. : Oh Heav'n ! what noiſe is 
that, Richard? I lay, Richard, keepclole to me Sirrah, cloſe — 

Rich. Here's no body in the Chamber 

Gripe, What do you lay, no body ? Look about the Bed, and in and 
under it quickly —— 

Rich, Here is no body : Did you lead any body in here? 

Gripe. Yes, yes, I did—T had her by the hand I thought: And ſhe 
ſpoke to me as ſhe went 10. 


Rich, Without doubt it was the Devil, and he is vaniſh'd = a 


Gripe. Hell and Confuſion ! 

Rich. Now Ithink on't, whenTIran out at the quarrel, I thought 
I ſaw my Mrs, go out haſtily, take one of Sir Finmprey's Coaches, and 
hurry away with it. 

Gripe. Oh horror | oh infamous Strumpet! Tam rob'd, cuckold'd, 
abus'd ; oh vilainous quean, the is now inthe filthy a& of cuckolding 
me. Hell and Devils ! give me my broad Sword. 

Rich, Good Sir, call upon no Devils , we ſhall be torn in pieces. 

Gripe. I care not what becomes of me , give me my broad Sword, 
Pl fetch a Warrant to ſearch that Rogue Scattergood's houte,apprehend 
the Strumpet, bring her home, and murder her ; ſerze upon his Eſtate, 
fue him to Outlaries innumerable, indi him and all the Rogues for 
Riots, &c. giveme my broad Sword, Come along with me: 

Rich. I dare not. | 

Gripe. I'll cut you of in the middle if you do not , get you before, 
Tilock the doors: Oh whore, whore, whore ! 


Enter Sir Chr, Swaſb,. Heildebrand, and Blunderbus. 


Sir Chr. Hey Boys, bravely done! ſcowr on! break thoſe Win- 
dows, 'tis Vormanay Glaſs , ſcowr, ſcowr, 

Heild. Have at *em. 

Bland. Fall on, fall on. [They break FVindows. 

Sir Chr, 'Tis enough, march on, My Blunderbus and Heildebrand, 


we will over-run the Town, as eafily as Alexander did ſia. 
+ [AGltizenandhis/Vife walkty. 


Heild, APrize' a Prize ! 
: Blund, 
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Blund. Lay her abcard. 
Citiz. She's my Wife, Gentlemen, what would you have ? 
Sir Chr, All kiſs her— fall to, Boys, 
Citiz, Help, help! Watch, Watch ! 
TVife. Murder, murder! help, help. 
Sir Chr. Ounds you Rogue d'ye call the Watch | Swinge him, 


| There's for you $Sirrah ! 


Blund, Does ſhe cry out? lay her on. CCirizes and TVife run 
| Sir Chr. *Gad we are very mad fellows, out calling out help, 
' Are not we ? my Bullies, e Heild. frikes her, 


| Heild. Damme as e'r wore Swords, I taks it. 

| Sir Chr, More game, more game ; have at 'em perverſe Whores, 
a Pox on 'em, they are paſt ſqueaking in private , though they do it 
, in publick. 


| | Enter two or three Old Women, 


"'Blund. Whoare theſe? Curſe on 'em, they are old and ugly —— 
Heild, Herb-women , going to Market. 
Sir Chr. Let 'em be what they will, I ſpare no Sex nor Age, Bel- 
dams, you muſt be kiſs'd for being women, and kick'd for being ugly. 


The Devil take me if the Town can match us for tearing Blades now. 
[7 hey run out crying Murder; 


Enter too three Apprentices ſinging and breaking IV indows, 


Sir Chr. Stand ! who aretheſe ? Raſcals without Swords, Appren- 
tices? muſt ſuch Rogues as you ulurp the priviledge of Gentlemen ? 
ſuch Scoundrels as you feowr ? lay 'em on thick. let's {winge em -- 

Apprentices. Help, help! Watch, Watch! Murder. [7hey run ons. 

Sir Chr. Death ! Shall ſuch pitiful fellows think to do like us? 


Enter three or four Fidlers; 


Blund, Who's here ? ſtand. 

Heild, Stand Rogues: ha! they Fidlers, 

Hidlers. Weare going to Play under a window fora Wedding, 

Sir Chr. We'll ttop your Journey, Raſcal ; ſtrike up, and play to us 


while we break windows, | 
Fial. Good Gentlemen! we ſhall loſe our Weddings ; there are other 


Compantes out that will be there before us, 
: Sis 


tne 
| | 


- 
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Str Chr. We will cut and hack you firſt, and then your Fiddles; 

Fidler, Hold, hold Gentlemen ! we will Play---[ 7 hey play ſeurvily. 

Sir Chr, Now let's break Windows to this Muſick. *Tis good for 
nothing elſe. Pull down all the Knockers, and wipe out the Milk 
icores : will this Rogue my Footman never come with Lamd-black, 
and aBruſhthat we may blot out the ſigns, 


Enter Citizen, with the Conſtable and Hatch. 


Citiz, Theſe are the Rogues that ſet upon me and my Wife. 

Conſta. Rogues ! Sir Chriſtopher Swaſh, and his Friends; They uſe 
to give us Money every night Neighbours, 

HVatchmen. Ay, ay, very honeit Gentlemen. 

_ You are alawcy fellow. | 

jr ir Chr. Oh, Mr. Conttable, let me kiſs you ; There's halt a piece 
i for your Watch to drink. 
{ Conſta, Thanks, noble Sir Chrifopher, Who are you Sir ? I muſt 

have an account of you. 

Watch, Ay, what are you ? [7oCitizen. 

Citiz, lam an honeſt Man, and pay Scot and Lot in my Pariſh , and 
theſe Fellows ſet upon my Wite and me. | 

Conſta. Stay Fidlery whither are you ſneaking ? 

Sir Chr, This fellow is a Rogue, andpickt up a Whore, and call'd 
her his Wife. 

Conſta. Away with him to the Gatchouſe—- | 

2 -'Citiz, Very tine. [7 wo hale the Citizen away. 

Sir Chr, Now honeſt Conſtable we are well met. And I have Fid- 
dles , *G2d-you ſhall Dance to'em. 

Conſt. Any thing Maſter that you pleaſe. 

Sir Chr. When that's done, gointo your Huts , drink Brandy like 
Dutch Skippers, and ſmoak like double Chimneys for the good and 
ſecurity of the Nation ! while we {cowr afreſh, 

Conſt. Come fellows, ſtrike up—— [ Dance, 

Sir Chr, Very well——I vow. 

Conſt. Good morrow to your Worſhip. 

F Sir Chr. Good morrow ! - 
Conſt.We are undon,yonder'sthe High Conſtable going the Rounds 
to Night ! haſte every one to his Poſt—— —[Ex. Conſt, and Hatch. 
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(31) 
Enter Sir Nicholas Peakgooſe. 


Sir Chr. Who's here , Sir Vicholas Peakgooſe ! i'faith thou ſhalt 
roar and (ing, and break Windows 

Sir Nich. Not for the world, Gentlemen ; I am going to fetch my 
Celia from Sir Humphrey's houle, if ſhe find me in drink, ſhe'll be 
outragious, 

Sr Chr. Gad you ſhall: hang ſneaking after a Whore ; Keep her 
under, 

Sir Nich. Pray Sir excuſe me. 

Sir Chr. Gad do as Ibid you, or fight. 

Sir Nich. Fight ! oh Lord, fight! what would ſhe ſay to me, if 1 
ſhould venture my ſelf to fight ? 


Sir Chr. Prithee don't ſtand prating, but roar and break Win- : 


dows, or draw, 
Sir Nich. 1 am reſolv'd, I'll aot draw : What will you have me do ? 
what will become of me ? | 
Sir Chr: Follow us ” [ Sings, 
Diſeaſes and T roubſes are ne'r to be found, 
But in the damni'd place where the Glaſs goes not round, 
Sing with a Pox to you. 
Sir Nich, Well, well-— Diſeaſes and Troubles, &c. Sings, 


Enter H, Conſtable. 
FH. Conſt, Theſe are the Bullies that made the Havock laſt Night 


in Covent-Garden, and this Night hereabouts; fall on,knock 'em down. 


Sir Chr. How now ! we muſt to Battle —— 


Conſtable and Hatch fall on, Sir Nicholas running away is knock'd down 
and taken, the reſt with broken Heads eſcape, and 
get to Sir Humphrey's Houſe. 


H. Conſt. ComeSirrah! have we taken ye? we ſee where the others 
are gotten in, 
Sir ich, Gentlemen , as I hope to be fav'd I was none of their 


Company ; but they ſet upon me, and threatned to kill me if I went - 


from 'em. 1 will be a witneſs againſt them. 

Hatch. *Tis Sir Nicholas Peakgooſe, a very civil Gentleman. 

HZ. Conſt. Tknow him! you will be forth coming in the Morning 
to witnels againſt 'em—— 
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Sir Nich, 1 will, 
11. Conſt, Go! good night, Belet Sir Flnmphrey Scattergood's houſe; 
well have 'emand they be alive, | 


| Sir Nich. Good night Gentlemen : Oh my Head and Shoulders / 
* . adcucetake their {cowring, for me—— [ Exeant Omnes, 


bY 
4 Enter Steward. 


SCENE Sir Humbrey's Houle. 


Soft Muſick plays, 
WW Stew, Heav'n how he melts his Time and Land away in Luxury and 
lt Sloath, and I by force mult be an Inſtrument in his wickedneſs , now 
3 + muſt I keep the Dore, while he, his Friends and Whores are lolling in. 
| [4 their Baths, prepard with colt befitting Emperors, nay, They're per- 
| haps revelling in the height of Sin—butI will pray and read theſe 
| godly Mcditations by my felt — [ 4 Song is ſung to 'emmwithin, 


Exter Sir Chriſtopher, Blunderbus, and Heildebrand. 


Sir Chr. Hear you old formal Steward, where is your Maſter ? 

Stew, Bleſs me, what ails you all? are your Brains beaten out ? 

Sir Chr. No, we have had a Battle with the 7yrmidons of St. Mar- 
tins, we have {winged, and are{winged——- 

Blund, 1 am ſure my Porker is embrued in Blood. 

Heild, And mine is ſtain'd in gore of filthy Peaſant. 

Stew. Ble(s us! Heav'n !_ Have you committed Murder ? 

Sir Chr. Prithee leave prating, and open the door ; we heard the 
Muſick this way, thy Maſter's there, = 

Stew. You mult not paſs,my Maſter and his Friends are all in Baths, 

Sir Chr; And where are the Women, the Cockatrices ? 

Stew, The Cockatrices arc bathing too. 

Sir Chr, What raine ? | 

Stew, Yes, Yours. 

Blund. What a Pox, does he manage the Body of your Caravan? 

Sir Chr. Peace Oylie his own Convenient sthere, we will all 
TUN TOATINg IN, : 

Stew, You cannot pals ; there is a Blunderbuſs within charged with 
15 Bullets, in the hands of a damn'd deſperate Rogue. 

Sir Chr. Pox on't I know my Buttock's honeſt ; but I care not , 
for the Devil takeme, Idrink too much to bea man at Arms. Gad' I 
only keep her for the lewdnels of the matter, Enter 
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Enter Sir Nicholas Peakgooſe; 


+ Blund. Halloo Here's Peakgooſe. Now you ſhall drink—— 
Heild, 'Gad--we have catch'd you, you ſhall drink like a Devil. 
Sir Chr. Ay *gad ſhall you--and roar and have t'other Battel 

too, Boy [ Sings. 
The Stars which you ſee, 
tn the Hemiſphear be 
But the ſinds in your faces with Drinking, &c. 
Sir Nich. Good Gentlemen, Pardon me. I muſt go to my Dear. 
Where is Madam Chloris, Friend ? 
Stew, You cannot come at her: the Ladies arein one Bathing Room, 
and the Gentlemen in another juſt by 'em. 
Blund. Sir Humphrey will ſwinge your Buttock away 
- Heild. Yes, He or ſome of 'em will manage your Natural gallantly. 
Sir Nich, Who! my Birds n'eyes. I am fure the would not do 
tuch a thing, asI may ſay, for the world, 
Sir Chy. Piſh! Pox of Whores. Let's go drink 'em out of our heads. 
Where's the Yeoman of the Cellar ? 
Stew. Why he, or his Servant is never out on't ! Twill come toe 
fine pals. 
Sir Chr. Come along to the Cellar. 
Sir Nich, Excuſe me, I will not gc--what to make a Beaſt of 
my ſelf? 
Sir Chr. If you will not go, Draw! for *foregod you ſhall fight. 
= Nich, What will become of me? with thele roaring Fellows 
mult go. 
yIr Chr. The Sun's gone to T ipple all Night inthe Sea Boys, 
Tomorrow heel riſe, and be paler than we Boys , 
Give us Wine, give him Water, "tis Sack makes us The Boy:, 


Enter Sir Humphrey, Bellamy, an#4 Wildman, i morning Gowns. 


Bell. With what variety of pleaſure you melt away your hours. 

TVild. There's need of Fancy and Invention for fuch Luxury. 

Sir Humph, It is beyond the (ence of Fops ; a Fool has not wit 
enough to be pleas'd , he but ſeems merry, when he's {ad at heart. Is 
not this better than venturing life for Ambition, being perpetually 
anxious for a Blew-Ribbon, or a white-Staff, to have a crowd of Cli- 
ents ſneaking twc hoursin my Anti- Chamber, who crouch like Slaves 

F 


when 


: 
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5 when I appear; yet hate and ſcorn me for my Pride the while ? 

Bell. Theſe are the irregular appetites of Men, whoſe Minds are 
Sick. The vigorous Body and the healthful mind can find no plea» 
{urctyat in Senſe. 

H11d. Fools are led away by ſhadows, and let the ſubſtance go ; 
while the raſh, giddy, and magnanimous Fool runs abroad, is delicate- 
ly louſie, and kills men for Honofr , who never anger'd him: We | 
ſtay at home and get 'em, | 

Sir Humph, Which Itake it, is the more honourable employment 
of the Two. Another Fop breaks his Brains with Metaphyſical Non- | 
ſence, a Mathematical Coxcomb belots himſelf with a, 6, c, Superf;- | 
cies, Linesand Angles ; our Virtuoſo contemplates Lice in Micro- / 
ſcopes ; your Orator ſtudies to fhow his parts in Whipt-Cream- | 
lpeeches, your Schoolman walts his time im Bulls and Nonſenſical ] 
Diſtinions to make the ſame thing difter from it ſelf, and your poli- | 
tick Owl drudges and makes a buſineſs of what is none---] | 

FVild. And all the while the Senſes are neglected. | 

Sir Hamph. Your drudging Millhoric Block-head, is uſeful for Go- | 
yernment, while we molt wilely find out Pleaſures for every Senſe ; | 
we are Lords o'th' world, and enjoy all in it , while they are | 
Saves — 

| 


Bell. Twas not our fault , we did not pleaſe every Senſe even now, 
Theſe pretty Whores are skittiſh. 

H\ild. We could do nothing with *em but put themto the ſqueak 
a little. 

Sir Humph. Some of theſe kept-Ladies, will no more treat you with 
Love, than Taverns will with Wine ; 'tis againſt their Trade : But I 
have had 'em all for Money, I cannot , likethe grand Signior , make | 
a Wench come when I give my Handkerchief - But if I ſee a pretty | 
Whore 1 like, Iiend her 50/7. and to that Lure ſhe ſtoops, and Rrait 
I Truſs her : if not, a 1004, brings her down : my Money 1s leſs pre- 
cious than my Time, 

Bell. Faith, you-are in theright : I ſee what "twill come to—for I 
have a damnable mind to that pretty Jade Cel:a, 

Fild. And I muſt have my Chlors, whatever becomes of me. 


Exter Siy Nicholas Peakgooſe. | 


Sir ich, Sir Humphrey) Your humble Servant, 

Sir Humph. Sir Nicholas Peakgooſe ! your Servant, 

Sir Nich. Where is my Miſtreſs, poor Rogue ? 

Sir Hnmph, \Withio,with ber Companions” __ oy 
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Sir Nich, llong to ſee her, pretty Rogue. Ihavenot ſeen her theſe 
ſix hours, and| yonder's Sir Chyitophey Swaſh—and his He&orly 
Companions will kill me with drinking Bumpers, as they call 'em, 
if you protect me not ; they draw and threaten to fight with me, if I 
do not drink , I have been knock'd down by the Watch, for being 
taken for one of his lewd Company already. Hide me—hide me. 


Enter Sir Chriſtopher, Blunderbus, 4d Hceildebrand. 


Sir Chr. Where is this Scoundrel, that baſely flies from a Bumper ? 
Draw! I will have ſatisfa&tion. I will Tap him, and let out the Claret 
he has drank already. 

Sir Humph. Good Sir Chriſtopher, ſpare his life for my ſake. 

Sir Chr. For your lake he lives, but upon condition, he ſhall come 
down and drink luſtily—— 

Sir Humph. What makes you bloody ? 

Sir Chr. We have had a Skirmiſh, faith. Would you had been with 
us, I never ſaw better ſcowring days of my life ; but now we are 
here, let's all down and drink bloodily. 

Bluxd, There's no life to drinking, roaring, and lying rough, 

Heild. There's no pleaſure in a ſingle Drunkennels, But Sir Vicho- 
les and welead a lite, we! 

Sir Humph, Let us borrow Sir V#holas a quarter of an hour, till he 
ſees his Miſtreſs, and then well reſtore him —— 

Sir Chr. D'ye hear Vick? Be ſure you come, or by Heav'n I'll run 
you through the Lungs next time I meet you 

March on bravely forward let us go, 
They go out Singing. ] $7 4rararanttan tant, tan tantantaraya 
| Crarttantan! The Trumpets they do blow, 
Sir Nich. Oh Lord have have mercy upon me! what ſhall I do ? TH 
ſwear the Peace againſt him, ifI live and breath, 


Enter Phillis, Celia, and Chloris, 


Oh my Dear ! Art thou there ? 
Celia, Yes, you Fop , But what do you do here ? 
Sir ich. Prithee be not angry Miſs. I come to wait on Thee 
home—— | 
Celia. I Il not go---Go home by your ſelf! gol ſay, go quickly— 
Sir ich. Good, dear Madam, let me ſtay. 
Celia. 1 ſhall have people think you are jealous of me ! How dare 


you come after me thus? F 2 Sir 
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Sir Vich, | jealous ! I'd have 'em to knowl {corntheir words, 
Celia, Gohome then ! get you gone! Why doyou ſtay, when T bid 
you go? Mult you come [neaking after me? Do you think you are fit 
to be ſeen in good Company, becauſe I amo? | 
* Sir Nich. IknowTam not, but good, ſweet Madam, let me ſtay 
here : I beg'it on my knees. | 

Phill, Nay, nay, now you are too Cruel: let me 1ntercede for him. 

Sir Nich, Ay! 

Chlo. Madam! Pray let me beg for him! 

Sir Nich. Look you there. | 

Cel. He ſhall not ſtay. Ladies, you don't know what you do, If [ 
ſhou'd ſufter him, he'ld always be peaking after me---Go, I fay, I will 
be obey 'd—— 

Sir Nich. Til give thee all the Money I have about me, if thoulr 
go home with me. 

Celia, Come, giveit me. 

Str Nich. There. 

Celia. Well, I will go home, but go. you out and wait anhour, till 
I come. 

Sir Nich. Well, my Dear, what you will. Good, Sir Humphrey, 
let your Servants guard me from thele Roarers. 

Sir Humph, Well, poor Rogue, Ill ſtay. Go! thou art a pretty 
one. [Ex, Sir Nicholas, 
Stew. Sir, the fat Gentlewoman 1s come with three young Girls. 

Phill, There's a Collation waits yon , will you come in to it, my 
Deareſt ? 

Sir Humph, Go! wewill follow you—— [Ex. Phill, Cel. Chlorts, 
Now Gentlemen, a conſultation : Here are Maiden-heads coming, 
well divide *em equally. Steward, fend her in, and convey her At- 
tendants the back way into my Apartment. And let 'embe bath, 
new rigg d withLinnen. ; 

Stew. It goes againſt my Conſcience, and is below my Dignity. 

Sir Humph. Sirrah ! Begon ! obey me, or you haveno Tips of Ears 
to Morrow 4 [ Exit Steward, 


Eater bawd, 


tf 

Bawd. Well, 1 have taken iuch pains for you, I am ready to ex- 
pire— had gotten my houſe full of handfom Wenches tor your Wor- 
fhipsuſe : But Ithought the Maiden-heads I ſpoke of would be more 
it, and. l have-brought*em all three with much ado. 
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Sir Humphb, And will you warrant *em Maids ? 


Band, That I will upon my fincerity ; didI ever deceive you ? I 
have more Conlcience than to be corrupt in my Calling, not tor this - 


Earth I would not--But thele are dearer than 1 thought. They are 
501. a piece,if you have em :I never higgle or make words with you, 

Sir Humph., Talk not of Price! it is my Birth-Night, Gentlemen, 
I1] treat you like a man of Honour, We'll caſt Lots tor 'em. 

Bell. You are too obliging, [Enter Steward, 

Stew, I have conducted the Gentlewomen-—W hores in. 

Sir Humph, Prethee hone(t Bawd, goand bring all the Whores in 
at my back-gate, Do you hear, old Fool ? ſee you cntertain 'em 
well: and letevery Stranger and Servant in my Houſe have his Cher 
entir>. [| not have a Man-ſcrvant idle, nor a Maid-lſervant honeſt : 
Chaſtity ſhall be Felony, and Sobriety High-Treaſfon. 

Bawd, Well Sir, III tetch 'em all. ' Ex. 

Stew. Good Sir, will you whip me, hang me, or-— - 

Sir Humph. Peace, thou hypocritical old Sot , do you hear, be 
you Drunk ſoundly, and Whore luſtily, or Wars will enſue between 
us 


Stew. Whore! oh Lord! I whore ? What will become of me ? 

Sir Humph. Come on my Friends, Let's in and ſurvey my Mar- 
kettings——— 

Hild, Lead on, my noble Prince of Plealure , and well follow--- 

Stew. To the Devil all! and thitherl ſhall follow, unlels I ſuddenly 
2et loole from thele clutches. [ Exit Steward. 


Enter Sir Nicholas Peakgoole, Sir Chriſtopher , Blunderbus, 
and Heildebrand. 


Sir Chr. Are you ſo nimbletfaith 4 we have catch'c you agen ! 

Sir Nich. You have made me drunk with theſe Bumpers. What 
will you murder me? have ſome pity on: me, on my Knees I beg you! 
jet me drink no more ; what will my Mrs. ſay ? 

Sir Chr. You are in a good poſture. Kneel all ! Fill us tother 
Bumper. Death / Drink it, I ſay. Drink it, or Blood will enlue— 

Sir Nich. What will become ot poor Sir Vicholas ?—— 

Sir Chr, All together claſh. 

Sir NNich, Well, Imuſt do't. 

Sir Chr. T other round, 

Sir Nich. Mercy upon me !Tamdead !I ara kill'd 7 illay my death 


:0 your chargz—no moreto be ſaid. [He lets fall the clafs,aud breaks it, 
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Sir Chr. Ah Raſcal, Do you ſpill your Drink! 'Ownds ! fling the 

reſt of the Bumpers in's face. 
Sir Nich, Murder! Help,--help. Iam ſlain, F 7hey fling - all the 

: glaſſes in's face. 

Hithout. Open the Dore! we'll break it open--{A great noiſe without. 
Sir Chr, What's the matter ? Now draw the Fool away ; he's dead 
drunk, | A noiſe again, 


Enter Sir Humph. Bell. 2x4 Wildman. 


Sir Humph, How now ! What's the matter without ? 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv. Sir ' The High Conſtable with a huge Guard, and Mr, Gripe 
in the head of 'em is come with a Warrant to {earch the houſe. <-— 

Sir Humph. Call up my Servants! fetch my Guns. 

Sir Chr. Hey Boys ! we ſhall have more {cowring / | 

Blund. Now we ſhall ſhow our valour. 


Exnter Servants with Guns and Piſtols. 
H, Conſtable and Watch breakin. Gripe andRichard. 


Sir Humph. What means this violence ? 
H. Conſt. We havea Warrant toſearch for Mrs. Gripe,—- 
Sir Humph. Fall on! fallon. Weare £ 7hey fall on, beat the Con- 


victorious, and have taken Priſoners. ſtable and /Vatch ont, re- 
Gripe. What will become of us1 we turn with Gripe, and 
ſhall be Murder'd. Richard Priſoners. 


Sir Humph, Lock 'em up, Safe ! and guard my houſe with Guns 
and Muſquets ! unſeaſonable Raſcals to interrupt our pleaſure. 

Bluxd. Shall we plunder,” ſtrip, and take the ſpoil of the Field ? 

Sir Humph, No! we'll call 'em toa Council of War, and condemn 
'em; away with 'em. [They carry Gripe and Richard away. 

Gripe. 'O mercy, mercy ! 

Sir Humph. What is Sir Vichols kill d in the fray ? 

Sir Chr. No---in our fray ; Dead drunk. This was a brave Battle ! 

Sir Hamph, Now all to bed : Carry Sir Viholas to bed. 

Sir Chr. Not we ! we'll godrink and lie rough ! fare you well upon 
role terms. Come Bullies, I think we have behav'd our lelyes like 


Emperours! 
Exter 


| (39) | 
Enter Mrs, Gripe /ike a young Officer, and her Brother's Serjeant. 


Mrs. Gripe. Aml compleatly ſet out like a young Officer ? Do my 
Brother's Accoutrements fit, well upon me ? 

Serj. They become you admirably ; you are as brisk, as fierce an 
Officer as the belt ot 'em ; and (o like your Brother, 'tis amazing, had 
notl been privy to your Deſign and his, Iſhould have (worn you 
| were my Captain. _ 

Mrs.Gripe, That likeneſs betweenus will further my deſign. My 
Husband knows nothing of my Brother, but that he has heard weare 
{olike, that upon an Experiment I dreſt my ſelf in man's clothes once, 
and we were not known from one another; But dol ſtrut, cock, and 
look fierce enough ? 

Serj, Toa Miracle ! But ſince you have this deſign upon your Hus- 
band to fright and make him yield to good terms, why would you not 
let your Brother carry it on ? ] 
| Mrs. Gripe, Herelents ſo much the baſe uſage of me, that I know 
| not what his paſſion might have provok'd him to : Beſides, it ſeems 
to be theri bt of an Engliſh Woman to Hector her own Husband ; 
and faith, I'll have him under my Command now, or preſs him for 
| Flanders. 
| Serj, Bravely reloly'd, 

Mrs, Gripe. 11 teach Husbands to provoke their own Fleth. 

Serj. That is out of his power or yours to do to him——  [ Mſiae. 

Ars, Gripe. Ill make him ſuch an example. I'll make all Husbands 
havea care, how by Iajuries:they ſower their Wive's love into re- 
venge, or their meeknels into rage.. I know he's a Coward, as all 
Tyrants are; and I'll make him e rel have done, as dearly as he loves 
his Money, part with a good Sum for fear of his life 
Serj. Methinks they that live ſo miſerably, ſhou'd not fear to dye— 

Ars. Gripe. Oh yes ! They are ſuch Fools to choole the worlt part 
of life, and are yet greater Fools, and prefer it to Death, which is far 
better: tobe dead, is tobe inſenſible ; but to have ſenſes and deny 
em all, is worſe. Do you find him out, and get him to a private place, 
and let me alone. 

Serj, Twill, Madam ! 'Sheart I ſhall forget to call you Captain. 

Mrs. Gripe, Well, I ſhall ſtrut, look big, and huftenough tor a Cap- 
tain, I warrant you: by your leave Modeity for a while. A deſperate 
111, muſt hayea deſperate cure : But theſe words of Command ſtick in 
my Throat, pad I cannot ſwear worth a farthing, | 
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Serj. Oh uſe, ule ! *tis nothing but uſe 

Ars.Gripe. But why muſt we ule French Diſcipline? we did not 
ſo when Herry the Fifth beat 'em. 

Serj. Why,by plaguing the world this Ten years, they have found 
a better way than we have. 

Mrs. Gripe. Well, Tl try ! Let me con——Even your Ranks. 
Straiten your Files. Shoulder all. Reſt your Arms. To the right, 
tothe right, totheright. To the left, to the left, to the lefr. Damme 


what awkard Rogue 15 this ? [She canes the Serjeant. 
Serj; O brave Captain ! well done ! But 'twas a little o'th' hardeſt. 
AArs. Gripe, Tl warrant you I'll layit on—— let me alone 
for Diſciplinc-- -alons, [ Exennt. 


The End of the Third AF. 


ACT. IV. 


Enter Sir Nicholas Peakgooſe Drunk at play, with 
Blunderbus aa Heildebrand. 


Sir Nich. JRay Gentlemen, let me give overplay. You have got- 
| ten my Gold Watch, and Diamond Ring, and 204. up- 
. on Tick. : 

Blund. Nay, *gad you ſhall play t'other 20 /. 

Sir Nich. Lord! what would you have of a man? I cann't abide 
play : I hate it mortally, ſol do. 

Heild. What a Pox! you don't rake us for Cheats, do you ? 

Sir Nich. Whol? NotI Gentlemen, for the world ! yet I doubt they 
are little better ! # fre. 

Blund, Dam*me! *Tis not your beſt courſe. 

Heild, You ſhall find us Gentlemen : That ſcorn to do or ſuffer an 
ill Thing. Therefore play on. 

Sir ich. Heay'ndeliver me from thele dreadful Bullies: They will 
get all my Money, or quarrel with me. 

Bland. What a Devil do you mean? will you play, or no ? 

Sir Nich. Pray Gentlemen don't be angry, I will then double, or 
quit. I'll ſet you the 20 /. becaulſelI will make anend,Mr. Heildebrana ; 
but I vow and (wear, Ill play no more after that. 

Heil, Arc you (ure the Doors are yn, Blwnderbus ? 
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Blund. Yes, Lam ſure ! at it Man! 

Heild. Come then ! here'satit, 7...) wi bh 

Sir Ni. 12! tis out! quit. | BAT 

Heild. 1 Nickt you ! ask Blunderbue,' 1 | WODIETY 

Sir Nich. Nay, thenIllneverplay more, 12 Nick 7. Do what 
you will with me, I'll not throw a Die more, What aPox ! Do you 
think I am a Fool? 

Blund. It you do this Heildebrand, you will loſe him for ever ; a 
Plague of ill luck | 

Heild, Was it 12 ? 

Sir Nich. Ay marry was it! ask Mr, Blanderbus elſe. 

Blund, Yes it was: Sir Nicholas is in the right, look you there 
now, ; 

Sir ich. Look you there now, 

Heild, No moreto be (aid. 

Sir Nich, Well, Good morrow, Gentlemen, your humble Servant; 
Now we are quit I'll play no more really. [Running off is ftopt. 

Blund. Nay, you ſhall not go, the Devil take me it you don't play 
one 204. more. | 

Heild. Never ſpeak on't, you ſhall play for one 204. more, if you 
were my Father. Zounds! you don't take us for Snaps, do you ? 

Sir ich. I will not play, I will not! I will not ! what will you do 
with me? Help, help. | [They hale him, be ſtruggles. 


Enter Mrs, Gripe and Serjeant, 


Heild. Run Bluxderbus,we ſhall lole our Bubble. [ Sir Nich.yuns ont 
. they after him. 
Ars. Gripe, 1 ee already that this is a fine civil well-govern'd Fa- 
mily. You muſt guard me. | v3 b\a 
Serj. I warrant you, Captain. Where are the Servants? they have 
been all drunk, and roaring all night, and I believe are all aſleep. - 


Enter Steward, 

Oh} here's one. _ , py | | 

Mrs. Gripe. 1 muſt needs ſpeak with Sir Zemphrey Scattergood. 
Pray let him know I wait for him. My Buſineſs is — 

Stew. T ſhall Sir [Exit Steward, 

Mrs, Gripe.. You are ſure my Husband is here ? 

Serj. Yes, one of the Watch told me,' That when they were beaten 
Sir Humphrey took him Priſoner, 


Enter 


a + z 


G9). | 
Enter Sir Humphrey. 
This is Sir Humphrey. | | 

Mrs.Gripe: Sir, your moſt humble Servant. I hope you will ex- 
cule this Diſturbance, when youſtall know my Buſineſs. ' © 

Sir Humph. A'Gentleman's Commands can never diſturb me: - . 

Ars. Gripe. Sir, Tam Brother to the unfortunate Mrs. Gripe, the 
Wife of a wretched Uurer';' who, taminform'dis in your Houle. 

Fir Humph. He is Sir, but I ſhould have taken you for ber, Her ſelf 
1n man's habit. | | 

Serj. A Woman! He has been my Captain abroad theſe four years ; 
if you had ſeen what brave Aftions he has perform'd in the midft of 
fire and ſmoak, you would not have taken him for a Woman. 

Ars. Gripe. 1 ſhould not wonder much at your miſtake , for juſt 
before I went out of England, ſhe was dre(sd in man's habit ; and we 
wereſolike, we could not be known afunder, ' ' ; 

Sir Humph. Indeed I have heard there wasa firange likeneſs betwixt 
you ;' the very Look and Voice ! hah! 

Mrs. Gripe. But Sir, if I be inform'd right, you cannot miſtake ; 
far ſhe is in your Houle, 9) 55 

Sir Humph. She is not, upon my Honour. This is moſt amazing, 
I never ſaw ſuch likeneſs ——They ſpeak ſo like too— 

Mrs; Gripe. It he be here, I beg you will deliver him over to me to 
uſed as hedeſerves ; for the Barbarity he has praQtis'd on my Siſter. 

Sir Humph. With all my heart Sir ! uſe him at your diſcretion. My 
houſe is free for you, and do you hear, Steward, Bid all my Servants 
beat the Captain's Command —1 ſhould almoſt have ſworn it had 
been (he. | 

Mts.Gripe. Igive you many thanks for this favour, and ſhould be 
glad to ſerve you with my Sword. | 

»Sir. Humph.: You honour me, Sir! Fetch down Gripe and his Man : 
Sir, I will/go'in and dreſs rhe, and then wait on you; and 1I beg you 
will make uſe of my houſe, and accept of what ever it affords for your 


Entertainment. | [£x. Sir Humph. 
Mrs. Gripe. You are very generous and obliging. 'So, thus far I 
have a&ted-a Captain well enongh | h. q ro90 T0) I | 
Enter O.Grige engRichard. 


- $*rj.. Oh, here are the Raſcals, Captain. 
Ars. Gripe, Which is Gripe? - 
Serj. That old Fellow ! Gripe. 
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Gripe. Look Richard , was ever any one ſolike my dama'd Wife? 
Oh Lord, it is her Brother ſure, by the deſcription Thaveheard.; 

Mrs. Gripe, 1s your name Gree ? 

Gripe. Her very Voice too, Richard, 

Mrs. Gripe. Speak, you Raſcal, are you that damn'd fellow Gripe } 
that Married my Siſter——my name is Bevr/. X 

Gripe, Idid Marry one Bevil, andit I did not (ee you in this Accou- 
trement, I ſhould take you for her. - 

Ms Gripe, Her ! had you done me one ſuch Injury as ſhe has ſuf- 
fer d Thoulands from you, I would have cnt your Throat long ſince : 
But you know, old villainous Murderer, I am not ſhe : 1 have been at 
her houſe, ſhe's miſſing, and I doubt not but you have kill'd her ; 
for ſhe is no where to be found, and I am reſolv'd to have your 
Bloog fort. . 

Gripe. Ha! hum——It muſt be he! I murder her ! Heav'n forbid! 
ſhe is run away from me, and I believe ſhe is ia the houle playing the 
Whore here with Sir Humphrey. 

Mrs.Gripe. Villain! Thouly'ft—— CShe ſtrikes hing, 
I know her vertue, all thy dama'd Generation put together, have nor 
half her Honeſty. 

Gripe, What will become of me! Itremble all over, "Tis he, 1 
heard his Drums beat up yeſterday. 

Mrs.Gripe. 1 (ee your Conſcience ſtrikes you ! had ſhe nor been 
murder'd, the would have come to ſome of her Relations. Prepare, 
old Yiper, and pray , for thou haſt not a quarter of an hour tolive, 
upon my Honour. | | 

Rich. Good Sir—Let me go ! if the be Kill'd , Heav'a knows Thad no 
hand in her Murder, | 

Mrs.Gripe. Sirrah ſtzy, or Til knock your Brains our. | 

Rich, 1 (ee it is her Brother, the had a great reipe& for me, .and 
would not have uſed me !o. 'Tis he by his hard blows. 

Mrs.Gripe. Kneel and Pray, or by Heav'a Ill kill you before you 
prepare 

Gripe. I cannot Pray, I cannot prepare—what have I done ? 

Mrs, Gripe. I have loſt a Siſter, and if ſhe be not murder'd, ſhe has 
been ſo abus d by you , that nothing but your life ſhall ſatishe, and I 
ſhall do my Countrey good Service 1n ridding it of ſuch a Monfter. 

Rich. Take your courle it he were dead; Tſhowld ext zgain. 


Mrs. Gripe. Vil ſtay no longer—have at you— [Offers at hims. 
Gripe, Hold, hold ! ſweet Sir ! good Brother Captain! do- but ad- 
journ the Execution tillI go home and ſettle my affairs, and 11] wair 
on you again. G 2 Mrs. 


bs bs [7 4 __—_ 
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Mrs. Gripe. No Villain , thou ſhalt die now, at ye 

Gripe. O Heav'n! I cannot endure it. Icannot pray, donot mur- 
der my Soul. I confeſs I have been.a great Sinner : I -have wrong'd 
many young Orphans,. and Comfortleis Widows 

Rich, And ſtarved your Servants 

Gripe. Beſides, upon. the words of a dying man, your Siſter run 
away from me. Ilockt her up indeed to ſaverhe Honour of your Fa- 
mily , for ſhe is a moſt lalacious Woman —— 

Mrs. Gripe. He angers me to the quick with that---Thou ly'ft old 
Dotard, Thoudy'ſttor that— 

-Gripe.. Oh hold ! hold! Let me but live to repent awhile , I docon- 
feſs Ihave wrong d her 

Serj. Hold Sir ! Spare his life—— 

G7ripe, Thank you, good Sir 

Ars. Gripe, Diſſuade me not ! 

Gripe. Hold ! hold ! here's my Mancan tell you ſhe ran away from 
me; 
Rich. Indeed Captain ſhe did go away, as ſhe had reaſon ; and1 F; 
help'd her to eſcape. ; 

Mrs. Gripe, Are you ſuch a Raſcal tolye for him? No, he dies. 

Serj, Hear me, good Captain, your Recrvits are not yet full : He 
ſeems to be a luſty old Fellow, and can carry Armsyet, | 

Mrs. Gripe. Say you lo? 

Gripe, What a Devildoes he ſay, Arms? that's as bad! 

Ars. Gripe, If you think ſo-—take him to your Cuſtody, When 
he is in #/anders, if I hear not of my Siſter in a reaſonable time Pll 
kilt him. In the mean while Ill put him into the Van on all occa- | 


fions 

Gripe. Sir, Sir ! why Captain, Noble Captain, Tama moſt hideous 
Coward, I thill run away, and ſpoil all your Men. 

Mrs. Gripe. If you do, I will hang you. No reſiſting, here take a 
Shilling. 

Gripe. 1 muſt confe's Thave a great reſpect for a Shilling, and ne- 
yer could refuſe one in my life; 

Ars. Gripe. Enroll his name, and put his Coat on. 

Gripe. Now I hope you'l let me go upon Parol to furniſh my (elf 
with Neceſlaries --— 

Serj. No : We'll furniſh you with them-— 

Mrs.Gripe. Now Sirrah, you reliſted ; if you run from your Co- 
fours, I can hang you by Law—— 

Gripe. Heav'n | whataml condemned to ? 
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Serj. Here put on your Coat, 
. Axrs.Gripe. Kill him if he retiſt—— 
Gripe, There is Law, andI have Friends—— _ 
Mrs Gripe. You lye Sirrah, you have no Friends, and for Law, I'll 
make you know that /nter arma ſilent Zeges, Put his Man a Coat on, 
and Liſt him. There's a Shilling-—-- 
Rich, What ſhall I do---Il am a vile Coward ! I am as much afraid 
of Guns, as Indians or Wild-Beafts are— 
Serj. Come lirrah, put it on Whar's your. Name ? 
Rich, My Name is Richard Grubb —-— 
Mrs. Gripe. Carry them into the Court, and teach 'em the uſe of 
their Arms: Butd'ye hear Serjeant, be not owt of my whiſtle — 
Serj, Come! Honeſt Comrade Grype, give methy hand. 
Gripe. Pox on your Comradeſhip ; I delire no ſuch bale Company: 

Did ever Ithink to be Comrade totuch a tellow ? 

Rich, Now mult learn to lye rough, filch Linnen, ſteal Poultry, 
lye with a Sutler's Wife, and” be Louſte. Now Maſter give me your 
bs hand, weare Comrades to9—— 

Gripe. Rogue ! Iſhall live to remember you, . What ſhallI do? All 
my Writings will be embezz'led, I ſhall be utterly ruin'd , my Mort- 
| gages loſt, my Money conceal'd —— 

Rich, Fear not, Sir , you'll live better with $4. aday, than ever 
you did. I make no doubt but you will ſave Money at the years end 
to put out to uſe-—For my part, I am glad thatI ſhall wear Cloaths, 
and eat, [Exit Mrs, Gripe. 

Gripe. Now Serjeant, your Captain 1s gone in ; honeſt Comrade, 
"tis in your power to oblige your ſelf and me very much : I lkgive 
you Ten Shillings, and your own agen, if you will let me eſcape, 

Serj. How the Rogue values his Liberty. [ hae. 
No, good Sir, get you out, I'll borrow two of Sir Humphrey's Muſ- 
quets, and Exerciſe you 

Gripe, Til give, a 11. 

Serj. No,--go out, Ifay. * 

Gripe, Good Comrade-—Tll give you 12. 

Serj. Get you out— 

Gripe, Hold---1 3. 

Serj. No---T1l not be caſhier'd for you— 

Gripe. Caſhierme; Ill give 14. 

Serj. No---I tell you— 

Gripe. 15, : 

Serj. No. 


Gripe, 16. Rog 

Serj. OutI ſay —— | 

Grepe. 17. 

Serj. Out, or[1l ſend you out. 

Gripe.- 18. 

Serj. Go. 

Gripe. 19. 

Serj. I'll knock you down. * 

Gripe. 20. Have you no mercy in you ? 

Serj. The Rogue bids for his Liberty, as af it were a ſtock at 12 4. 
Gleek. k [ Exennt, 


£nter Sir Humphrey, Mrs. Gripe, Bellamy, «:d Wildman. 


Bell. Was there ever ſuch likeneſs between two, as betwixt this 
Captain and his Siſter ? | | 

Hd. It is Prodigious---I never heard her ſpeak but once, and me- 
thinks their Voices have ſome likeneſs. 

Bell. They haveſo-—This is a very Efteminate man to look at, yet 
they report him to be a brave Fellow. 
Mrs. Gripe, You oblige me beyont return, 

Sir Hzmph. Thave often heard of your worth, ,and think my ſelf 
happy in this opportunity of knowing v1 py houle is a houle of 
freedom, Command it. If you have a mind to a ireſhhanſom Wench, 
as that's no great queſtion toa young Officer, you ſhall have her— 


, Enter Phillis, Celia, ad Chloris« : 


Ars. Grize. To us that have beenin the Camp, That's no ill Pro- 

poſal , and faith Gentlemen, you ſhall find me a Manat Arms 1n all 
oints Sd 

: Sir Hamph. In the mean time here is my Miſtreſs, I bar her-—— 
But the other two, if you can win 'em, do—— 

Mrs. Gripe. And faith Tl try 'em. I am relolvedto carry on this 
frolick as far as 'twill go. [Apae, 

Sir Humph. This is the Captain that's ſo like his Siſter [They ſalute, 

Phill. There is a {trange reſemblange betwixt 'erm—— 

Chlo. 1 never ſaw one ſo like another days,o' my breath, 

Celia. He 15 a mighty pretty Man. x 

Chlo. Afne Gentleman as erelI ſaw—— 

Celia, He isa very ſweet Perſon indeed. 


Bell, 


rrns 
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Bell. Ha! 1 like not theſe proceedings. This Beardleſs Officer will 
betoo hard for us. \\ 

Fild. Oh theſe Wenches loye a fellow with a Scarf, or an Arſc 
Belt mightily. | 

Phill. My Dear, Ihave a Lawyer and Writings ready for that Set- 
tlement thou wert pleas'd to promiſe me, if thou wilt diſpatch it now, 
Rot that I defire it ; but in caſe of Mortality.: for while thou liveſt L 
delire nothing but thee, and when thou art dead twill do ,me little 
good--for I Pal ſcarce out-livethee. So I am very indifffrenr, do 
what thou wilt. 

Sir Humph. No-- come my Dear, Il diſpatch it now, Sir your par- 
don for a moment, [Exit Sir Hamph. azd Phillis, 

Bell. Prithee, let's withdraw and obſerve 'em a little, 

Hild. Sir, He'll wait on you ſuddenly, inthe mean time we leave 
the Ladies with you--- | Ex, 

MrfGripe. Your Servant : Theſe I humbly conceive are Whores, 
or they wou'd not be here ; how the Devil ſhaRI talk to*em both? 

Chlo. Well---he's the prettieſt Man that e're was bcrn 

Celia. You cannot have been long a Souldier, you are fo young and 
ſmoeth-fac'd 

Mrs. Gripe, Thave no youth,--but what's at the Ladie's Service--- 

Chlo. Pray what manner of Ladies have you beyond Sea ? 

Mrs.Gripe, Not halt ſo pretty as the Engliſh Ladies, 

Chlo. How do they make love there? 

Mrs. Gripe. Faith Madam thus--wefall o' board as faſt as we can, 
thus, and thus—[ &iſſes 'ems.] and thus and thus — 

Celia, Hold, hold Sir, you are very brisk. 

Chlo, Well---he is a pretty good natur'd thing, I warrant him-- 

Celia, Have you been in many Battels? I ſee you area valiant Man. 

Mrs, Gripe, Yes, many-—lI have been uſed to Fire, Smoak, and 
Cannon; Yells of Matrons, and groans of dying men, and cannor 
Boggic ata Lady , as for example—- [Aſſes "em again; 

 Chlo, He isa gallant Officer, no doubt—— 

Celis. You are arare man; you think to ſtorm a Lady, and carry 
her by Fire and Sword. . ; 

Mrs. Gripe CMy time is but ſhort, and I wiſhT were rid of her, that 
to Celia. l might tell you how much 1 am taken with you , 
and if you would not. believe my. words, .to (how it, by my aCtions—- 

, Celia, ,You flatter me. Iam infinitely pleas'd with this Captain. 
"Chlo. Captain, one word with you— - | 
Mrs.Gripe. Dear pretty Creature——how you tranſport me - 


G4 (48) 
if yon Lady were abſent. I have ſuch a paſſion todiſcloſe toyou; 

'Chlo. A moſt admirable man-——Sir, I ſhould be loath to be eſteem'd 
uograteful. ESE” [2.5 Foes: 

Hild. What a condition weare in ! S'heart---They lraviſh him, - 

Bell. Theſe Wenches are ſtark mad after ſmooth-faced fighting 
fellows, let 'em be never ſuch Puppies. | 

Ars. Gripe. Dear pretty Rogue, y arethe [weeteſt Creature Iever 
ſaw, and ſhe is diſagreeable--oh that I had thee alone. 2 
. On. You Compliment me, he's a fine bred man; what a mein 

e has? * 

Chlo. By your leave. Sweet Captain, I believe you met with little 
reſiſtance from the Ladiesin ZFlanaers. 

Ars. Gripe. Tſhhould be overjoy'd to meet none from thee, My dear 
pretty one, would yon Creature were away. Ido not like her at all- 
I have that to tell you--- 

Chlo. Are we not uncivil, both/us to leave Madam Phil/z--xf you 
will go to her, Pll come preſently. 

Celia. I am not to be taught Civility from you, good Madam, 

o you 
a Cho. Noram Ito be taught by you, and you go to that, 

Bell. Very fine, they'l fight for him by and by. 

Celia. But Captain. | 

Chlo. Tl tell you Captain. | 

Celia. "Tis not good breeding,Madam, to interrupt one in ſpeaking. 

. Chlo. Tell me ot breeding. There has been ſome difference in.our 
breeding. | 

Celia. That there has to my ad uy : Slife your breeding, 

Jild. We are like to have very conſtant Miſtrefles, if we get 'em. 

Mrs. Gripe. So--I am a very pretty fellow : I have got the hearts | 
of both of 'em, and now I am atraid I ſhall find it hard to get rid 
of 'em. 

Celia, I wonder at your Impertinence. 

Chlo. My Impertinence : You are a confident Creature, 

Celia. Thou art below my anger, 

Chlo. Am I ſo? well-——1 know what you are! 

Celia, Why 1 what am I Mrs. Minx ? | 

Mrs. Gripe. Nay, good Ladies hold. Let this go no farther ; for as 
I am an Officer, I am bound to fecure you, faith--- | 

Chlo. At your Command, good Captain---I ſhall deſiſt— 

Celis, If it were not for your preſence, ſweet Captain, I ſhould 


lay more 
| Bell. 
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'Befl. "Tis time to appear, This youn Bell, 494 Wild. appear, 
fellow will have 'em Eh elle. me mr 

Hild, What at Wars, Lady ? You are a happy Man, Captain, 

Bell, Anda brisk one at Women, [ ſee thar. 

Mrs.Gripe. So, lo; Werhat come from the Camp are pretty well 
ſet, and are ſeldom over-bathful —- 

Bell. I fee, Madam, you can be gracious tothe Captain, though 
youare cruel to me. , 

Celia, What becauſe I ſhew a little outward Civility. Though re: 
ally, heis the pretticſt Gentleman I ever ſaw. But Captain, as we 
were laying | | 

Bell. Very fine. . 

Hild, Tee you are moſt infinitely taken with the Captain : But 1 
cannot get a good look of you——- 

Chlo. Lord ! that you ſhould fay ſo: Would not youhave one well- 
bred to a ſtranger? But Captain, you were ſaying ſomething to me 
even Row —— 

Bell. This is excellent---I ſee we muſt rout the Captain, or loſe the 
Wenches. 

FVild. Pox on all theſe whifling young Officers ! all the Whores 
run mad after 'em, and a good fubſtantial ſolid Whoremaſter cannot 


keep one in quiet for 'ems 
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Enter Sir Humphrey. 


Sir FHumph, Captain, your humble Servant —— OY 
| There's a Collation,and ſome Bottles waiting for you, and my Friends, 
| and I beg your Company—— _ 

Mrs. Gripe. Iwill but ſee how my two new Souldiers are diſpos d 
of, and Tl wait on you. Do not ſtay for me, 1 beſeech you — 

Sir Humph. Ladies! do you retire , there will be Drinking. 

Chlo. Your Servant, ſweet Captain. 

- Celia, Your humble Servant.good Captain—[ Ex.al/but Mrs.Gripe. 

Mrs, Gripe. What ſhall I do amongſt 'em; Icannort drink: yetT 
have a great Curioſity to ſee what it is that charms men to ſit up 
whole Nights at cating Houſes and Taverns, 


Enter Phillis with s Note: 


Phill. Sweet Captain, Thave no time to ſtay, or dare I be ou 
aiwone 
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(59) | 
alonewith you ; but That willtellyou ſomething;which I might bluſh 


to ſpeak---Fareviell——  [-Ax. Phillis, 
Mrs. Gripe. Moſt excellent Women ! what's this, another' Con- 
queſt ? hah--- [ Reads. 


That I'was extreamly ſurpriz'd at the ſight of you , This Paperwill 
ſuicicatly prove , for could I have reſiſted your Charms, you had 
never feerit: Burnow I am afraid you havethe. pow'r to'make me 
entirely Yours, Phillis, : 

What a Farce wil! this be when I am diſcover'd ? Poor Wenches; 
how miſerably Iſha!l diſappoint 'em Exit. 


Enter Sir Humphrey,Bellamy,Wildman,Sz Chriſtopher,Blunderbus; 
and Heildebrand. {A Banquet, T able and Fine. 


Sir Huxgph, Come on, Sir Chriſtopher ! are you ready for a Bottle ? 

Str Chr. Ready ! I warrant you ! Ihave lain rough and recruited. 
Fneed leſs baiting for the Journey thana Carrier's Horſe, Give me a 
Glaſs in my right hand. 

Sir Humph, Sitall —— [AM fit down, 

Sir Cbr, Come faith, let's beall very merry, and roar extremely. 


Enter Mrs, Gripe, and SePgrant: 


- Sir-Humph. Take your courſe ; Captain, your moſt humble Ser- 

vant. Sir Chriſtopher, this is the Captain you heard cf, 

Sx. Chr. 1 honour him, and here's his Health ua a Bumper 

Mfrs. Gripe. Sir Humphrey, I muſt defire my Liberty, Wine does: 
Not agree with me, Inever drink hard, 

Sir Hianph. Every Gentleman is free mn my Houſe. h 

Sir Chr. Hey | we ſhall have fine work indeed. What a Devil, a 
Captain, and cannot Drink ? Can you W hore ? 

Mrs. Gripe, So, lo—well enough for a young Beginner, 

Sir Chr. Not Drink) *Sheart ! a man-is not fit fora Captain that. 
cannot Drink.. Shall Task you a queſtion ? 

Ars. Gripe: Yes. 

Sir Chr. Can you Fight? 

Sir Humph. Hold, good Sir Chriſtopher, no Bullying here——- 

Mrs. Gripe. You had beſt try, if you dare ; Death ! what a que-- 
ftion was that ! What Scoundrel art thou that askeſt ſuch a queſtion ? 
This Company preſerves thy life. 

Sir Chr. Thave done, I have doge : He, Heildebrand! he's damn'd 
ſtout, I believe. Mes, 
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Mrs. Gripe. Tcould tell Thee Actions Lhave been in, would freeze 
thy blood to hear of ! Fight---quoth a ! Cant thou fight up ts the 
knees in blood ? and at Midnight with no light but what Guns make, 
with _— yp _—_ thy _ mo over. mountains of dead 
Bodies, ght thy way to a General's Tent, and bring the General 
Priſoner throughall his Mirmidons? hah —— ; TY 
, C nd Chr, Sir, I beg your Pardon, I believe it: He's a plaguy ſtout 
ellow. 

Mrs. Gripe. Tis not your beſt way to queſtion it. Can you lead 
your Souldiers up toa wall, and ſcale it, when Bullets, melted Pitch 
and Sulphur rain upon you ? Fight ! the man ne'r lived that ask'd me 


yet that queſtion / . 
Sir Chr. *Sheart, hee'l cut my Throat----Sir, Ibeg your Pardon, I 


ſay —— 
Sir Humph. Come Captain, *Tis enough : fall on upon this Colla: 
tion, and we'll havea Chanſon 4 boire to compoſe the matter, 
Mrs. Gripe, With all my heart. 
Sir Humph. Some Muſick ! Sing mea Song —— 


A Drinking $.0 N G. 


: Et the dering Adventarers be toſs'd on the. Mii, 
| And for Riches no dangers decline , 
7 howgh with hazard the ſpoils of both Indies they gain y 
They van bring mw mo 7 reaſnre like Wine. 


Enough of ſuch Wealth would 4 Beogar enrich, 
And ſupply greater wants in a King ; | 
'T would ſooth all the Griefs in 4 comfortleſs Y/retch, 


Ana inſpire weeping Captives to Sing, 


There #u 'none thit groatts under 4 burdenſons life, 
If this ſoveraign Balſom he gains , . 
s will make a man 'bear Wi the Plagnes of a Wife, 
And of Raggs, amd Diſeaſes in Ehains, 


Tt ſwells all our Yeins with a kind purple flood, 
And puts Love and great Thoughts in the mini : 
There's no Peaſant ſo rank, but it fils with good blood, 
Ana to gallantry makes him inclin'd, 


H 2 There's 
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| There's nothing our Hearts with ſach Joy can bewitch, 
l For on Farth 'tis a Pow'r that s Divine , 

| HWithont it, we 're. wretched tho' never ſo Rich, 

# Nor is any man Poor that has /Vine. 


Sir Chy. Pox ! This is a pretty Mufical buſineſs ; but this will not 
make a man merry—T'll ſing you a Song: Fill the Glaffes firſt. Come 
on, Whealſing Down, down, Then you muſt all drink—- 


$.0 N G. 


» Zove ſome boay, 7 love no body... 
Some body, no body dearly : = 
: 5; * 4 love ſome body, &c. | 

= 05.4 Be fbe black, or be ſhe brown, 
Wiz She's the beſt in all the Town, 
So ſbe keep her Belly down. . 

Down, down, down down : 

There's no fault to be found, 
So ſhe keep her Belly down, | | 


Hah ! I think this is well, hah! Be OC OM 
Ars. Gripe. A very merry fellow---Give me thy hand. | 
Sir Chr, 1 am your moſt humble Servant to'command=-1 love a 
brave fellow with my heart. . "lots og 
Mrs. Gripe. Come on, I have provided ſome Entertainment in- 
ſtead of a Dance—you ſhall ſee my two. new Souldiers Exercis'd — 
fetch'em in Serjeant—-.-. . .: ...._......, [Exit Serj. 
Sir Humph. You have. found out an admirable way to plague an 
old cowardly Uſurer, to make a Souldier of him 
Mrs. Gripe. 1 warrant T ſhall plague him eel have done with him, 
Hilad. This is an excellent Trick found out for 'em, 
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Enter Serjeant with Gripe and Richard. 


Gripe. Well, There's Law, Sir---yet---T ſay, : 
Ars. Gripe, 'Sheart,does he talk of Law agen?Knock himo'th' head, 
Gripe. Hold, hold, I fay no more— 
Hrs. Gripe. Next Tide he takes Boat, and away for Flanders. | 
Sir Chr. Oh ! honeft oy ! Art thog tura'd Souldier ?- Thou art a | 
good hopeful Musketcer of thy age, Bland | 
und, | 
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Blund. A very pretty old Fellow,and ſtands luſtily under a Masket, | 

Heild. A brave old Souldier, 1taith! Can't thou ſtare a Cannon + 
in the face ? | | 

Gripe, What's that to you, you Coxcombs----Well, I ſhall out-live 
this, Rogues , and all this may turn to my profit in the end, 

Ars.Gripe, Order your Arms--- [They Poiſe their Muckets. 
Did you ever lee ſuch dull Raſcals? order your arms thus, ſet 'em 
down——Take that to make you remember another time.[ She cazes 'em. 

Gripe, 1muſt ſuffer! there's no remedy, 

Mrs. Gripe. Poile your Muskets, 

Rich. Whata Devil muſt we do now ? 

Mrs. Gripe, Poiſe your Muskets thus, you Raſcals— | 
Pox on you for dull Rogues. [Strikes em agen. 

Gripe. Well, ſo we do: What a Devil wou'd you have ? 

Ars. Gripe. What with both hands ? 

Serj, In one hand, thus. . 

Rich... Well, thus then? ” 

Mrs. Gripe. Shoulder. [They put em on thewrong (houlder, 

Serj. That's the wrong ſhoulder--- | 
. , Mrs. Gripe. Onthe other ſhoulder ! ye Blockheads, you have leſs - 

ſence than Statues —— | 

Gripe. Ay—Iam ſodull, you had betterlet me go—— 

Mrs, Gripe. 1'\l make you do it---Shoulder, I ſay. March. 

Gripe. I thank you Sir,-+-with all my 4 hey lay their Muskets 
heart---that---we will march——— down, and offer $0 g0 out, 

Rich. We'll march well enough, I warrant you, 

Mrs, Gripe. Isthat your marching 2 Take up your Arms, Rogues, 

* Ttrun' you through eile---take 'emup I fay—— [She canes 'em. 
Gripe. Well---well--what a Devil would you have ? Did you not 


bid us march ? | 
Mrs. Gripe, I'll make you march agaiaft the-mouth of a Cannon, 


before have done. 
Gripe.. Odamn'd Tyrant, I muſt try to compound with him. 


Sir Humph. This is admirable Diſcipline indeed, Captain. 


Enter Steward. 


Stew. Sir Chriſtopher,Mr: Blanderbus and Feildebrand,take care, and 
ſhift for|your ſelves. There are Threeſcore Bailifts waiting for you in 
the Street,and they have belet the Houle round,that there is no poſſt-: 


bility ofeſcaping— 5; 
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Sir Chr. OHeav'n!-what ſhall Ido? if I be once carried to Goal, 


Thhalllye and rot there. Hold;let mefſee——— 


Blung, We hall ſtarve if we go to Priſon —— 

Heild, Lt us think of ſome way, They are too many for us to beat; 

Sir Chr, Captain, if you would but do us the favour to ſend for 
three Ret Coats, and own us to be your Souldiers, we may eſcape. 

Blund. Arare way. 

Heild, An excellent way 3 good Captain favour us. 

Mrs. Gripe. My Footmen have a Bundle of red Coats here , but 1 


cannot in Honour pals you for my Souldiers, unleſs you be ſo---if you 
will take cach a Shilling of me and'be liſted , you may, otherwiſe I 
can do you no good, ' 

Str Chr, | 
Blund. w_ all our hearts; 


Heild, 
Mrs. Gripe. There's 12 4. a peice, Serjeant take their Names —— 


1fhall order them too—T'il teach *em to roar and bully up and down 


"theTown. Get their Conts and Bandeleers on, 


Rich. Come on Comrades, fellow Souldiers, give me your hands 
all--. -The more the merrier- 
Sir Chr. How now ſaucy Rogue---Do you long very much for a 
broken---head--- | 
Sir Humph, You may command all my Houſe, andT beg of you to 
make it your own while you ſtay in Znglaxns, 
Mjs. Gripe. I give you humble thanks. | 
Sir Chr. So---how do theſe Accoutrements become us ? 
Bell. Oh rarely---you are the feirceft Souldiers I have ſeen; ' 
Sir Chr. Now, noble Captain, we'l march under your Command, 
 Gripe. A'Souldier muſt Ibe? Here's company forthe Devil. 
Mrs.Gripe, Come ! we'll go into the Court-yard: There'll exerciſe 
ye,and ſend for the Head:Bailiff,and let himknow ye are my Souldiers. 
Sir Chr. Very well, I vow, that will dorarely--- : 
Sir Humph, Come Gentlemen, in the mean time, we'll tothe Wo- 
men , your Servant, Captaifi. 
Mrs, Gripe, Your Servant t Was evet deſign ſo well begun, and (o 
hopeſully carried on ? They all take me for my Twin-Brother. 
Serj. I that know you both, don't wonder at it. 
Ars. Gripe, Come Souldiers March---March,1 ſay--- [ £x.Omnes. 


The End of the Fourth AG. 
ACT. 
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ACT..V. 


Exter Sir Humphrey, Bellamy, Wildman. 


Belk. Rirhee, Sir Humphrey, let's not leave off our Debauch . but 
drink.on : we have juſt wound our ſelves up, and tun our 

Inſtruments, and now wegive over playing. 

> #Fild, Tis unreaſenable-—-I would as ſoon turn my back upon 3 Wo- 

man I was in love with, juſt as I had: gotten her conſent, or run away 

when a Battel were firſt joyn'd, asleave my Bottle now. 

Sir Humph.1 do conteſs:lam an Zpreareanin this, 2nd incvery thing. 
I'd gono further than the pleaſing of my Senſes: I would have juſt to 
much Wine, as would give me an _— to Woman, ind jult lo 
much Woman, as would give me a delire to Wine, 

Bell.After a Bottle and a half,theman that ſays Conſider;is my Foc. 

F/ild, This has but rais'd me . 

Zou only Court , and keep 4 pother- 
To make -me Gameſome for another; ; 

Sir Hlumph, Faith Gentlemen--We have had the beſt of our ſelves, 
wehavedrawn offthe Spirit, and nothing but the Lees remain. 

Sell. We have but juſt kindled- the- fire and you. would put 
rt Out, 

Sir Fiumph. Rather than that ſhould put me out — 

Hiad. No, *twill make our Souls burn clearer. Do but coalider, 
that none but Fools are merry without Wine, ſuch unthinking Cox- 
combs asareextreamly-pleas'd with their own fooliſh perſons. 

Bell. Butthe thinking man-comes to good fence, and that pulls him 
back in the height of his Career, 208 makes us think what frail En- 
gines we are : But Wine-makes us:dyeaMith the Coxcombs, merry 
-and pleas'd with our ſelves. 1 197)cM 

Sir Hume A man of ſence is cofteny, becauſe he muſt make the. 
beft' 1 2xb4d Market, but Fools:are never truly pleas d , they find 
themiclves deſpis'd by thoſe they really admire ,z for Wit is an Idol 
of all ; and Fools only hate witty men, as poor man-does arich one. 

Bell, I know not whether they're pleas'd ; but they laugh and : 
make a noile, as if they were merry. 

Sr Humph. So Children that are afraid of Spirits ſing and make a: 
noiſc in the dark, but are devilliſhly. afraid for all that ; and Cox-- 
combs. are damnably dull and fad tor all rheir laughing ; and _ 

Ww ; 
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* whenthey drink, They have the Pain , but never the pleaſure of 
1), Drunkennels, | 
i Hild. A man would think Coxcombs the ſcreneſt Animals breath- 
i ing ; yet ſure ifthey be happy, they are o for ought they know--- 
ff Bell. Pox on 'em, let 'em be what they will : but nothing but Wine 
can make us merry ; and therefore to our Celery again, 

Sir Humph, We Northern peoplethat want the Sun without,ought | 
indeed to put good ſtore of Wine, and create a Sun within us, 

J/Vild. That's right, to our Celery again, I (ay, 

Sir Humph. 'Tis pleaſant whileit 1s Flood within us; but we ſhall 
Ebb, and grow dull ſtanding Water after alittle while. 

Bell. Prithee don't think to ſimilize us out of our Bottles — 

Sir Humph, Nay , if you be reſolv'd, you ſhall find me Coy- no 
longer . 

Wild 'T knew he would:come to it at laſt : But thou-art ſuch a 
Jilting Drunkard : 

Sir Humph, Let's in then, if. you will not, let me take the air. a 
little. 

Bell. Air! Open the Window, -and take it that way—— 
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Enter Steward, « 


- Stew, T bring you News that will top. you. in your Career of 
:marth I can ſcarce tell it you for weeping, | 
Sir Humph, What means the fellow 
Stew. -I little thought to live to ſee this day— — _ | 
Sir _—_ Pox 0 your-Formality ! out with your diſmal News--- 
Stew. All your Land in Zſſes is extended by your Creditors. And 
your Furniture the richeſt in the County all ſeiz'd upon. | 
Sir Humph, What ſays th&Foob? — 
Stew. Would you had tikeathe Fool's counſel, it had not been ſo. 
I remember when my old Maſter purchas'd it, and little thought I 
ſhould have ſeen it go out of -the Family ; and now thera\i&-no reme- 
dy ; for all the Land you had free,'you have this day ſeclens, our 
Miſtreſs----Whore. T1 [_ſrae. 
Sir Humph. 'Sdeath is this true thou telleſt me ? os : 
Stew, Too true, would Heav'n it were not ; your Bailiff who rs 
-turn'd out of Poſſeſſion, is come up with the News : And all this 
Money is run out to: Rogues from whom-you'have taker up Cam- 
=rwarge upon Judginents ; moſt of which" you ſale agen for halt 
value—— (9:2. | O61 4 L 
Str 
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Sir Humph, This is ſurprizing News ! what a damp it has ſtruck 
upon me---I begin to come to my ſelt now, | 

Stew. Many a good Chriſimus has my old Maſter kept there, and 
mult ir now be parted from his Family —— 

Sir Humph, Gentlemen, my Friends---it you would oblige me fo 
much as to be bound with me for a Sum of Money to ſtop thele ra- 
venous Creditors mouths for the prefeat, I will tell my Timber, 
and redeem my Houſe and Land afterwards, and ſecure you in the 
mean time, 

Bell. How Sir ! be Bound—hum—your Steward ſays, you have 
no Land to give Counter-Security with ——1 thould be glad to ſerve 
you—— | 

H/ild, Vil venture my life for you, whenever you command me ; 
but for being Bound you mult excuſe me. I have taken an Oath 
againſt that : beſides, it I would, you cannot give Counter- 
Security 

Sir Humph, So! This is the world, I find ; yet I could not have 
believd the Companions of all my Pleaſures and Extravagancies 
could have thus delerted me—I thank you Gentlemen , for clearing 
my Underſtanding. Tis time to be Sober now : Well-—1 will 
try ſome ſudden way ; mn__ ill, muſt have a delperate 
| cure—Farewel, [Exit Sir Humphrey. 

Stew.So---What is become now of my Employment ? 'tis not worth 
above ſix hours purchaſe. That I ſhould livetill now. —[ Ex. Steward. 

Bell. So here ends all our Revelling in this Houſe : This is a 
ſudden turn. 

Hd. Beyond my expectation ! what a Coxcomb he was to run 
out thus! 

Bell. Indeed, I never thought he had much in him; he had 
but ordinary Sence at the beit , but this was ſuch a Folly, I am 
alham'd of him. 

[Vild, We muſt e'n leave his Company ; but this Wench Ce/zz 
runs in my mind. I muſt have her at any rate: tho I keep—- 

Bell, lam in the {ame condition ; and if we do keep- we mult 
watch 'emfrom young Officers , or they'l run devilliſhly aſtray elle. 

Fild, Whatever theſe Officers do abroad—I am (ure they are al- 
ways invading the Territories of the Keepers at home 

Bell. Tho' they are in a friends Countrey , they will make 
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Excurſions for forrage of that kind---But let us ſeek out theſe y 
pretty Whores —— { Exenunt. 2 - 
| z BY, 
| F - | i 
I ; -nHIer | vw 
by 


_ 
- 
- 
" 
# 

o 

* 
- 


(58) 
Enter Mrs. Gripe and Celia; 


Mrs. Gripe. 'Slife ! what ſhall I do ? theſe Wenches will over- 
Tun me. 

Celia, Dear Captain , I mult confeſs for all my Modeſty, that1 
am tranſported at the Aflurance which you give me of having your 
Love---I am not aſham'd to lay, You are the hrit that ever won my 
heart, and ſhall be the laſt to whomle' willgive ir. 

Mrs. Gripe. And "tis a TreaſureI will never part with: Come 
ſeal the Promile with a kils. 

C:!liz. O! thou ſweet Creature. I can deny thee nothing. 

Mrs. Grize, We are ſo vexed with that troublelome Creature, 
Chlors, who warches us. 

Celia. This Houle is large, and in the Evening ! if you'l meet in the 
farther end of the long Gallery. There is a Room where we may 
dilcourle further of our Love. 

Mrs Gripe. Diſcourſe ! I hate Diſcourſe, I am too vigorous for 
that---I (hill ſo —kils thee there 

Celia. Well ! Thou art a pretty Rogue, I yow-—- 


Enter Chloris, 


Eb/o. How, kiſſing her ' | 

Celia. Yonder's that envious Creature : Farewel, at Eight in the 
Callery--- [ Ex. Celia, 

Ars. Gripe. Oh my dear ſweet one, now that malicious Woman's 
gone, I can tell thee how Ilove thee. 

Chlo. Me ! what did you kiſs her for then ? 

Mrs. Gripe. The poor thing is ſo fond , ſhe would kiſs me , butT 
all make ſuch an Aſs of her. 

Cho. Nay ! will you though, dear Captain ? 

Mrs. Gripe, Will I: why, I hate her Perſon and Conditions : Me- 
thinks ſhe's ugly. 

Chlo. Indeed, Ithink ſhe is not handſom, that's the ſhort and the 
long on:t. 

Mrs. Gripe. Handſom ! Thou art an Angel to her ! Oh how Ilove 
thy B:auty and thy Shape—— [Kiſſes and touſes her, 

Chlo.. Nay ! be quiet now-— I'vow you make me bluſh —-— 

Mrs. Gripe. Oh dear Rogue ! That I werein bed with Thee and the 
Cand:es out, and bluſh what thou could'ſt. oh 
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Chlo, Well, I cannot help telling of you, you are the prettieſt 
Man I ever ſaw. | 

Ars, Gripe, Thou know'ſt not half that's in me ! we are watch't 
now---Bur meet meat the fartherend of the long Gallery this Night 
at Eight, and youſhall find me a Lion ——— 1 

Chlo, And you would have me your Lamb then. Well, I'll meet and 
venture—— Here comes Madan Phils — Farewel, [Exit Chloris. 


Enter Phillis, 


Mrs, Gripe. Here's another! No Mortal Captain could tell what 
to do with theſe Three: (As gad ſave me) 'tis unreaſonable. 

Phill. Sweet Captain, I have bluſh't ſufficiently at the litrle Billet 
I gave you, I (carce have Confidence enough to ſee you after ir, 

Mrs. Gripe, Dear fair one, If you had not reſolv'd to ſee me, your 
Letter had been in vain;it I could tell you my Tranſport at the reading 
of it, Iſhould be more Eloquent than Sir Formal himlelt; 

Phill. Can you forgive my Confidence ? 

Mrs. Gripe. Tam ſure 'tis {0 much to my advantage, that I ſhould 
never have torgiven your Baſhfulſaulnels, 

Phill, This 1sexcels of Generofity, 

Mrs. Gripe. Baſhfulneſs in Love! you prevented me, or you ſhou'd 
have ſeen | was not baſhful, 

Phill. But that I fear'd your ſudden Departure for Fla#ders, you 
ſhould have learn't my Love from other Signs — 

Mrs.Gripe, Depart for Flanders ! while my dear Mrs. is here ! It 
cannot be; I'll this Night give up my Commiſſion. 

Phill. My Dear! you are nor lure in earneſt ? 

Mrs. Gripe, Upon' my Honour, Madam-—I am. Sir H»mphyey has 
made me promiſe himro lye here this Night : My Chamber is ar tlie 
farther end of the Gal'ery, at Eight if you'l meer me there, I'll ſhew 
you I am inearneſt ; by this KilsI will ! 

l Phill. Sure there's Witclicraft in you, that you ſhould charm ne 
thus. 

Mrs. Gripe, 1 confeſs 'tis ungrateful, Sir Humphrey has ſo oblig'd 
me 

Phill. Ne'r think on that ; who ſhall tell him? I fear we are 
watch't---Farewel--at Eight-— [ Ex. Ph Tis. 

Mrs. Gripe, Good conitant Turtles theſe kept Ladics are, Ill iay 
that for 'em : And good charitable publick ſpirit*d men the Keepers 
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Enter S, erjeant, 


Oh Serjeant! what efte& of your Negotiation with my Husband ? 

Serj. Very little, for when I told him my Captain's Propoſals to 
have the 30oo /. his Siſter brought, paid back, or 4007. a year lepe- 
_ Tate maintenance, beitarted, ſtampd and ſtard likea man diſtracted : 

He bid me knock htm on the head,thoot him---cut his Throat, or what - 
I would---l had better do it, then give him ſuch Words--- 

Mrs. Gripe. Indeed that was very ill language togive him, 

Serj. Itold him at laſt, there was no other Compolition to be made; 
but he muſt this Tide for F/anders ; and you would take all the care 
that could be to put him upon ſuch deſperate Actions as might bring* 
 himto be knock't o'th' head, and that if he did not meet death that 
way, he ſhould be ſure to have it. from my Captain's hagd, for the In- 
juries. he had done his Siſter : I left him Curling, and in Deſpair. 

Mrs, Gripe, *Tis a great queition whether he had rather dye, or 
part with the Money : ButTlltry oneExperiment more, and it I can- 
not get it by Stratagem,. away he goes with my Brother to Z/andexs : 
And my laſt refuge ſhall be open Force, Ill e'n take poſſeſſion of his 
Writings, and rob him: Il exerciſe him firſt , and [winge my Bullies 
too. Have you a File of Mulqueteers ready in cale of Reliſtance ? 

Serj. I have. 

Mrs. Gripe, Come on 


[ Exennt, 


Enter Sir Humphrey ana Phillis, 


Sir Humph. T havE found you out, toconfer with you about ſome- 
thing that concerns our Honour, and our Love. 

Phil!. And I amtotell you of ſomething tharconcerns my Honour, 
and your want of Love. 

Sir Humph, How Madam ? | | 

Ph.1l. Do you think Lam to be valu'd at the rate of the ordinary 
I-bred kept things cf the Town, 

Mrs. Gripe. I have not valucd you ſo ! What does ſhe mean ? 

Phill. You muſt know Sir—-I lookupon my felt to be in a manner 
your Lady—- | 

Sir H:mph. Very w<!!---I have beena fine Coxcomb. 

Phill. And do- you imagine that I, who am in a manner your 
Lady will ſuffer ſuch Debauchery and Wickednels in my Houle ? 


Sir Humph, How long has it been your Houle ? Y 
| Phill. 
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Phill. Since yeſterday ; and 'tisas much mine, as it it had delcended 
from my Anceſtors thele 500 years. 

Sir Humph. To whole bounty do you owe it ? 

Phill, To no bounty; I owe it to my own Beauty, and thole 
Charms that ,made you ſettle it on me, and my Faith and Conſtancy 
has deſerv'd it fully 

Sir Humph. Moſt excellent ! 

Phill, Shall I throw away the flow r of all my youth , and refiſt all 
the temptations of the fine Gentlemen about the Town, without 
thole uſual Settlements which Ladies of my Condition have: In ſhort, 
Iam tolet you know 'tis my Houle, and I will have no Abominations 
committed here! it goes againſt my Conſcience. 

Sir Humph. So-—I have parted with moſt part of my Eſtate, and 
Liberty to-boot ! Oh negligence, and want of thinking. 

Phill, To have you and your lewd Companions Sotting and Drink- 
ing, and uſing all Licentiouſnels. But above all, to have Whores 
brought into my Houle too ! ſuch filthy Creatures, whom you know 
IT hate withall my heart : it melts me into tears to think on't--- 

Sir Humph. Be mollify'd, good Madam ; I hope the Sin you ſpeak 
of is not ſo great;for your lake——- 

Phill. Doyou think I will diſhonour my ſelt any longer, to lufter 
thole little ill-bred Kept-things, Celia and Chloris, to come to my 
Houſe ? No ! your Siſters and your Mother ſhall be welcom to me; 
provided they give me that reipec& which is due to me : I intend tg 
viſit and keep Company with none but Perſons of Quality—— 

Sir Humph, Pray Midam, who is it that has kept you ? 

oe My Bcauty, and my Merit , not your Bounty —- 

ir umph. And are not you a Tailor's Daughter ? 

Phill. My Fortune makes me of a good Family, and you mnſt 
know, Sir [have been kept ſo long, that Ilook upon my (elf as 
your Lady now. 

Sir Humph. See the damn'd Iafolence and Unreaſonablenels of theſe 


that you lov d me, | 
Phill, Yes, tillyour.wicked Courſes have provok d me beyond all 
meaſure! and therefore pray conſider ot it, and give mean anſwer, if 
you relolve to per{iſt-—pray quit my Houte, Farewel— (Ex. Phillis, 
Sir Hamph. Qdamn'd Whore ! I have a way to circumvent thee 
though : I muſt plague my lelfto puniſhThee— T[ £5. Sir Humptlr. 
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Enter Mrs, Gripe, Serjeant, Gripe, Richard, Sir Chriſtopher, 
Heildebrand and Blunderbus. 


Mrs. Gripe. Come ! Where are my Souldiers ? I muſt loſe no time; 
but exercile you often ; for we ſhall enter upon Action as ſoon as we 
come in Hlanders —— 

Gripe. I am not for #/anacrs, nor afty Attion , but Attions upon 
the Cale. 

_ Gripe, Heart! does he mutter? Tye him neck and heels 

uickly — 
; Gripe. Hold, hold—you'l ſtifle me. I am ſo Riff I cannot bend, 
Hold, I |ay, I will obey. | 

Sir Chr. Come Captain , you have done enough with us, now 
you have -own'd us before the Bail:ffs. Letus go, we'll goto the 
Temple or Alſacia for ftefuge till the Buſinels be over. 

Blund. Good Bully Captain, you over-acted your Part, and laid on 
to0 hard before the Bailiffs tho---let me tell you that, 

Heild. You broke my head, I'do not uſe to put it up, but upon 
this occaſion. 

Mrs, Gripe. 1 muſt keep {tri Diſcipline amongſt my Souldiers, 
you ſhall find that was nothing. 

Sir Chr. Tis no matter, let that paſs; but now Captain, let's be 
incarneſt, and go you along and ſup with us in /Vhite-Fryers, well 
have Fiddles and Whores to entertain you, and roar like Dragons, 
and be as merry and as mad as Lightning. 

Be ſhe black. or be ſhe brown, 
She's the beſt in all the Town, 
How now, old Fool ? How do you like a Souldier's life ? 

Mrs. Gripe. Come Gentlemen, no fooling , you have receiv'd the 
King's Mney, and his Cloaths, and I will make you know you are my 
Souldier----Stand to your Arms all ! 

Sir Chr. Hah-— What a Devil does he ſay ? 

Mrs. Grize, Handle your Arms, all.: Dam'me! what am dil- 
obey'd ? [ Cuagels "em. 

Sir Chr. 'Sheart ! my Head and Shoulders ! prithee Captain leave 
fooling. What a Devil, are you mad ? 

Mrs. Gripe. Death | Handle yout Arms all--Pll make you know 
your Oncer. | Cudgels em agen. 
Heild. Ounds! if you ſtrike agen, Il] draw | 
Blund. Out comes Porker, it you ſtrike once more. 


Sir Chr. 
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Sir Chr. Prithee Captain leave off, you have carried os the Frol- 
lick long enough. | 

Ars. Gripe, Nay then have at you ! Muſqueteers make ready, 

| [Ezter « file of Mruſqueteers, 

Sir Chr. Make realy ? ha! what a D.vil do you mean ? 

Ars. Gripe, Prelent, 

Sir Chr. Hold ! hold! Ill obey, 


— Hold, hold—we'll obey. 


Mrs. Gripe. 'Sdeath you Dogs. no trifling with me! ſhall ſuch Ral- 
cals as you think it enough to be Drunk, and Swagger , beat Bawds, 
kick Drawers, ſquabble with Coritables and Watches, break \Win- 
dows, and triumph in Drunken Brawls and Street-quarrels, and ne- 
ver lerye your Countrey ?---It you have Valour, Ill make you turn 
it that way. 

Sir Chr. Good Captain, we did not think you would have us'd us 
thus / we did not intend to be Soldiers, we only delir'd to be prote- 
&ed by you---for this preſent Occaſion—- 

Mrs. Gripe, What &'r you intended, my Company is not compleat,. 
and I Il make you know ow are the King's Soldiers now —- I ſhall 
prote&t no Raſcally Poultroons—-if any thing can do't--do bravely, 
and your valour may defend you ; Death ! ſhall ſuch idle lazy Scoun- 
drels bully, and roar and boaſt of drunken bloodleſs quarrels here at 
Home—-While we lye hard, ſuffer weary marches, and fight all in 
blood, for our Country abroad, hah !—— 

Sir Chr, Very fine ! we have brought our ſelves into a pretty 


Condition, 
 Bluna, Pox on your Projet, we had as good have been in the 


Bailiffs hands. 
Heild. This damn'd Cptain---has ren Bullies in him — 
Sir Chr. Who the Devil---would have thought it ? a little pitiful: 
fellow-—I thought I could have beaten two of him—— 
Mrs. Gripe. Ground your Arms. 
Sir Chr. Thank you, good Captain, with all my heart , (ſhaw !Pox 
Tknew he did this but to try us. Come, all's well now 
Mrs.Gripe. Tye 'em neck and heels in'tantly. 
Sir Chr, Nay, prithee Captain don't fool with usany more now. 
Ars. Gripe. Serjeant, ſee it done, 
Serj. You fhall find 'tisno fooling He with the Muſqueteers 
Sir Chr, Why Captain, what a Devil? @ tye them nec and heels, 
Blund, What a Pox! 
Heild, Is the Devil in you ? Ars. 
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Irs. Grite, This is for example : Next mutiny Tl hang ye / 

Gripe. Now Rogues ard Bulls, why don't you ſing and roar now? 
How do you like Soldiers lives now. ? 

\Rich, Why look you, Comrades, This 'tis to want experience in 
your Duty ! you mult learn to ride the wooden-Horie, once or twice 
a day t00. 

Sir Chr, Why Captain---good Captain. 

Blund. Captain, Zounds, Captain. 

Feild, Why Captain---Death and Heart - 

- Mrs. Gripe. No remorfe yet! What you old Villain, you are re- 
folv'd not to do my Siſter Right, and return her Portion, or ſettle her 
Jointure on her prelently 

Gripe, Ounds ! part with 3000 /. I had rather dye. 

Mrs. Gripe. And that by Heav'n thouſhilt doz nay more, ſhe ſhall 
take poſlefſion of thy Writings, thy Money, and thy Pawns ; and 
fatisfhe her ſelf. 

. Gripe. How's that ? That's worſt of all— 


Enter Sir Nicholas Peakgoole. 


Sir Nich. Oh Gentlemen! where are you ? you are turnd Sol- 
diers, Thear : you have almoſt kill'd me amongit you, and won my 
Money,a deuce take ye ! My Celia will be dreadtul angry, I am afraid. 

Sir Chr, Rogue! weſhall meet you. 

Sir Nich, 1 am glad to fee you in this Condition , now one may 
ſaiely keep you Company. 

Mrs.Gripze. How now Sirrah ! who are you? aSoldier in no con- 
dition i5to be l:ughtar, by ſuch an Inſe&, a Maggot as thou arr. 

Sir Nich. A Maggot ! an Inſe&---I am a Knight, Sir. 

Mrs. Gripe. You are a Raſcal, Sir ! take that —— [ Cudgels him. 

Sir ich, Nay ! I have done, Captain,---it you be angry,I beg your 
Pardon, I am going to find out my Miſtreſs, Farewell, Sir—I am 
ſure they have made mecruel Sick, a poiſe take 'em. [£x. Sir Nich, 

—_— Good Captain, let us be unty'd ! well obey—— 

Sir Chr. Prithee dear Captain do—lI will be correſpondent to 
command, and be a gentle Spirit. 

Mrs.Gripe, Unty 'em- They unty em. 
This 1s call d a Receipt to tame a Bully---I ſhall ſhow you there 5 more 
than rearing goes to true: Valour';: Come, Handle your Arms-— 

[7 hey hazale their Arms. 
| Shoulder 


Poiſe your Muſonets—awbard Raſcals ! 
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Shoulder all—-Now, Puppy, the wrong ſhoulder, Sot, [ 7s Sir Chr. * 
Reſt your Arms, 
To the Right— Now old f2ol, can you not tell your right hand from 
your left yer ? 

Gripe, What will become of me ? I cannot bear this ! Heav'n de- 
liver me from this damn'd Tyrant ; my Wife will rob me too, that's 


worſt of all — 
Rich. You are the {trangeſt awkard old Fellow, Comrade, that ever 


Iſaw—learn of me—— 
Mrs.Gripe. To the right! to the right ! now Raſcal you are to 
the left. 


| Sir Chr, Well, well---what a Devil would you have ? 

Mrs. Gripe. To the left, to the left ! fo, (o---Now march---very 
well---you will come on I ſee in time---Serjeant, March 'em to their 
Quarters here in this Houſe ; and (ct a Sentinel overevery one of 'em. 

Serj. I will Captain. Come march—— [They march after the Serj. 

Mrs. Gripe. 1 do not find that this old Fellow mollihes at all , yer 
T'll try one Experiment more upon him, and if herelents not, my 
Brother carries him in earneſt, [Exit Mrs, Gripe. 


Enter Chloris. 


Chlo. 'Tis Eight a clock, ſure the Captain's come by this time! I 
hopel have nor made him ftay—-'Tis very dark—— [Exter Celia. 
Celia. It has ſtruck Eight, where is this dear, (weet Captain---I 
hope he is punctual to his aſſhignation—— 
Chlo. Ha--Ihear a noiſe of ſome body---who's there ? 
Celia. *Tis I, my Dear / 
Chlo. Where are you ? [ Both grope about, 
Celia, Here! Give me your hand —-— 
Chlo. FOh my {weet Captain. 
Celia. L Dear. gear Corkiia. | ſ nt Ee 
Celia, Ha! whosthis, a Woman ? 
Chlo, Heav'n what's this, a Gown and Petticoat ? 
Celis. Mercy upon me, who are you ? I 
Chlo. What's that to you, I will not'tell you, a malicious Slut, t9 
watch me and ſpoil my Aſhignation—— | 
Celis. Oh ! Thou poor envious Fool, Thou expect to meet the Cap- 
tain, I know thee—Vengeance on thts Fool 
Chlo. Yes! and ſo do-I you ; and wonder you ſhould beſuch a Fool 


to expe the Captain : He meet ſuch a one as Thee ? 
K Enter 
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£nter Phillis, 


Phill. This is the place and time of meeting , now for my pretty ; 
dear Captain. * 

Celia, Thee ! poor inconſiderable Creature! He laughs at Thee to 
my knowledge. | 

Chlo. Did he tell you fo ? 

Celia, Yes, he did — he {corns Thee for thy Folly, and loaths Thee 
for thy Perlon. 

Chlo. Thou bely it him! He ſcorns thy words ! my Perſon ! "tis an 
other---guels Perion than thine : I'd have thee to know Iam ſure he 
hates Thee. 

Phill. 'Slife I have icapd 2 fine diſcovery of my (elf to theſe two 
Wenches. They are my Rivals,and are —_— for the Captain here. 

Chlo, 1 wonder at thy Confidence, to think the Captain ſhould 
meet thee / He appointed me to meet him at this time here, about a 
little Buſinels —- Tg 

Celia, A little Buſineſ(s---I know your Buſineſs--but he has no ſuch 
Intention---prithee Impudence begon, he appointed me to meet him 
—_ where was to confer with him,. without being troubled with 
Thee : 

Chlo. You confer ! 

Phill. What ſay They---This muſt be falſe---They are conceited ! 
Vain Sluts ! Iam ſure he would meet none but me---I 1] rout 'em out 
of my Houſe, I am ſure 

Chlo. If Icovld ſee thee, I'd pull thy eyes out — 

Celia. Fool begon---I laugh at Thee. 

Phill. How ſhall Ifend 'em away , and get the Captainto my Selt ? 

Celia, | hear ſome body ! Who's there----Captain--- my Dear ! 

Chlo. Thy Dear---heream 1, Captain, 


Phill. 1am the Devil come to meet you both--- [ /» a big Yoree. | 
Chlo. Oh Lord. | 
Celia. Help—— [ Shreik and 117 tO get Ont. 


Enter Sir Humphrey, with a Candle, and a Parſon with him, 


Sir Humph. How now ! what's the matter here ? 
Ph:1. Oh unlucky time! muſt. he come too! Nothing my Dear, 
bur I play'd the Rogue, and frighted theſe two un the dark. : 
Celiz, AmT diſcover'd to her---oh milchict FM T1 
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Chlo, Muſt ſhe over-hear me, 1could have born the other down, if 
ſhe had Spoken of it [Exit Chlcg 

Sir Humph. Since you are grown fo pious--I have brought a Lea-ned 
Churchman to conter with you about a Calc of Conſcience, 1 have 
been in every Room in the Houle to find you out, pray come along 
with me—— 

Phill, 1 obey. CEx. Sir Humph. Parſos, Phillis, 


Entey Gripe «xd Richard, Mrs, Gripe in Fomans habit,a Manteas, 
| 4 Petticoat, and « Hood, 


Gripe. Oh Heav'n and Earth ! is the perfidious Jade my Wife here ? 
were ever two lo like 1n Face and Nature, as theſe accurs d Twins— 

Mrs. Gripe. My Dear, look not (o ſtrangely on me---tor I am (adly 
Ou of my own raſhneſs, and your great Injuries from my cruel 
Brother. 

Gripe,.What's the meaning of this--I will,if poſſible,make uſe of her | 
to get my liberty,and if I can get her home to me, I'll murder her— 

Mrs. Gripe. Iam come tull of Sorrow and Repentance,having been 
at my Brother's Lodging ever ſince the moment of my Eſcape ; and 
not hearing of your ulage till now---if you will pardon me, I will pro- 
pound ſome means for your Liberty, and go home and (ubmit wholly 
to your plealure—- 

Gripe, My deareſt Wife ! now thou art thy ſelf agen---I ſhall be tran- 
{ported to receive thee into my Arms. 
Ithiok ſtrangling will be a very good Death--for her as can be---| Aſae. 

Mrs.Gripe. Can thou forgive me, Deareſt ? 

Gripe. Oyes, my Dear, and love thee as well as e'r I did— 
Or if 1 ſhould run her through with my Sword, and ſay ſhe kill'd her 
ſelf [4ſide. © 

Mrs. Gripe. 1 would go for my Lord Chief Juſtices Warrant, and 
raiſe the Town, but I'd releaſe Thee ; but my rath Brother knowing 
what my Conjugal affeftions would prompt me to, when I came to 
ſollicit for your Liberty, he put me under the hands of his Serjeant, 
and I am as much confn'd as you : The time grows ſhort,and we mult 
think of ſome Tudden way to prevent your Voyage 

Gripe. Dear heart! 1 can never reward thee enough for thy kind- 
neſs ro me—if we get home again together, thou ſhalt be as free as 
thou can it wiſhto be 
Let me ſee, a {inall knitting Needle under her Icit Arm when ſhe's 
aflcep, will do the buſineſs rarely —— [ Afiae, 
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What can't thou propound for me todo ? my deareſt Heart, 

Ars. Gripe. There's no way left, bur toleem to comply with him , 
tor he is relolutely bent-——— 

Gripe. Comply | what to go for Flanders ? 

Mrs, Gripe. No—1n that icttlement he propoles for me, 

Gripe. Mercy on me! What 30007. or 400 /, a year {eparate Main- 
tenance / oh--I (hallsaint ! y have ſtruck me dead. 'Sheart ! what a 
Sum 1s that ? 

Rich, I have a_ ſmall Brandy-Battle, *cis Soldier-like , and very 
Comtortable, | 

Ars. Gripe. 'Tis nothing in thy Wealth, 

/ Gripe.Nothing!Damnation!knock me o'ch head,or cut my Throat--- 

Tf I ſhould ſmother her with a Bolſter, and give out ſhe dy'd of an Apo- 
plex) ! that's the moſt ſecret way I have thought on yer. | Arae. 
If you love me ,, why dd you not refuſe that ſettlement ? 

Atrs, Gripe. 1did, and told himI would not accept ont ! at which 
he wasenrag'd, and told me,thoughlI was a Fool for my {elt, he would 
not be lo forme, he was reſolv'd you ſhould do it, or ſuffer the laſt 
extremity ; and he's ſoinflam'd, he may tor ought I know throw thee 
overboard in the Voyage, if thou refuſeſt, | 

Gripe, Lethim do'r : Ounds, 30co 1. or 4001. a year ! let him do't, 
let him do't, Tet him do't, Ilay. | 

Mrs. Gripe. Why my Dear ! if thou lign'{t that Deed, Ill return it 
thee again. And be thy moſt obedient Wie. 

Gripe. Poor Rogue ! wilt thou? that's kind indeed ; prithee kils 
me, my pretty Dear : Thou overfoy ſt me with thy Love / 

, Hah---I have thought on the beft way, if I can get her home with me, 
I'll give her Opium: in her drink,and that ner a Doctor or Chyrurgeon 
on 'em all can diſcover,when they open her. Ay, it ſhall be fo '-- [ fie. 

« Ars. Gripe, The leaſt thing I could hear him propound, was to 
ſeize upon thy Jewels and thy Deeds, and ſecure 'emin a Friend's 
hands of his,. till he had reduc'd you to comply. 

Gripe. O Devil ! that's worſt of all.  - 

Mrs. Gripe: Truſt me, we are one fleſh, our interefts are one : I ſhall 
reſtore Thy Deed, and be ſubje& ;. for my Conſcience will not let me «» 
part from Thee, tho'the raſhneſs of my paſſion made me fly. 

Gripe, Poor Lamb! if I had thee ſafe ar home, I'd ner give thee 
Occaſion more: prithee go to thy damn'd Brother, and try to mollifie 
him firther, while I retire and conſider of this. 

Mrs. Gripe, 1 will, my Dear—one kiſs firſt, 

Gripe, Oh! 'tisa Dear Soul ! 
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| (69) 
Well, ſhe takes Oprm, rhat's certain , for while ſhe lives, I ſhall never 
be at reſt from this Devilliſh Raſcal her Brother. 
Serj. Go into your Quarter | come Madam —— [ Exennt, 


ZE xter Bellamy, Celia, Wildman, Chloris, 


Bell, It you don't find me as obſequious, and as kind a Keeper as the 
belt oft em ——— 

Celia, I muſt confels you ſpeak reaſonably, and like a Gentleman. 
But I (hall break Sir Vicholas s heart 

Bf. You have broken his Fortune, and when that's gone, *cis no 
matter for his heart, 

Celia. That indeed 15 undeniable,” and I can no longer reſiſt thoſe 
Charms which before ſubdu'd me. 

Chlo. I muſt confels you ſpeak tolike a worthy perſon, and ſhew 
ſuch ſigns of Love to me, that I cannot but think you the fineſt .perſon 
in the world ; but Sir Chriſtopher will kill me if I ſhould leave him. 

Hild.Let me alone to detendthe heart I gain : Beſides, he's undon ! 
a beggarly fellow, and is going a Redcoat into Flanders, 

Chlo. Indeed he has been extravagant, and run out a great part of 
his Eſtate , and I hate a man that has run out his Fortune : I vowlI do, 


with my heart. 


Enter Sir Nicholas Peakgooſe. 


Sir Nich. Ah my Dear, art thou there ? Iam come at laſt to thee, 
pretty one. | 

Celia. Get you gon, you drunken Sot ; you were drunk with Bul- 
lies, and loſt your Watch and Ring, 

Sir Vich.. Why look you there, I thought what 'twould come to : 
As I hope to be ſav'd I could not helpit ; They wonld have kill d me if 
I had not drank and play'd with them, and I knew you would have 
been very angry, if L had been kill'd, 

Celis, Get you gone , you impertinent Coxcomb! mult you come 
and interrupt me, when I am talking with a Gentleman ; have you 


no breeding ? 
Sir Nich. Well, well,. ſay no more. Tl ſtand by » and wait till 


V'ou have done. 
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Enter Sir Humphrey, Phillis, Parſon ana Steward, 


Sir Humph. Call in all my Servants. Now all this Company take 
notice, I am married tothis Lady---Here's the Canonical Officer that 
executed us, . 

Parf, 1 did Marry 'em as the Church appoints. 

Bell. How Married / 

Hild. Tohis Wench ? 

Sir Humph. Gentlemen, you ſeem. to wonder at my proceeding ! 1 
found my telf involv'd on a ſudden , beyond any other redemption, 
and therefore choſe this, which I hope will ſet me free. This ſhe- 
pyrat had robd me of what my extravagance had left free, and I have 
taken Letters of Repriſal, and have gotten my own agen. 

Bell. I wiſh you Joy. 

#/ild. Much happineſs to you. 

Sir Humph. She is the greateſt Fortune I could have gotten, nor 
dolI know why a Manihould not fit a Woman that perhaps may laſt 
him his life time, and yet draw on a Shoe that he is to wear but two 
days before he take it. 

Chlo, I with your Ladiſhip much Joy , 'tis a great honour to our Fun» 
tion to have one of tit ſo advanced, 

Celia, I wiſh your Ladiſhip much Happineſs-but there's no Wife 
lives like one of us—let me tell her that. 


Enter Mrs. Gripe, Serjeant, Gripe, Sir Chriſtopher, Blun- 
derbus and Heildebrand. 


Mrs. Gripe. Sir Humphrey, I have ſudden Orders from the General 
to Embark this Tide with my Soldiers , I came hearing of your Mar- 
riage, to wiſh youjoy, and take my leave of you-— 

* Sir Humph, Sir, I humbly thank you, and wiſh you a good Voyage. 

JVild. Now 7 deſire all this good Company to be Witnelles to the 
Agreement rhade between me, and this Lady, 

Sir Chr. What a Pox does he lay ? wg 

JVild. It is agreed by and between the Parties above mention d, 
that Iam to have the ſole uſe of this Ladies Perſon, ro my own pre- 
per behoof, paying the Sum of 4007. a year, andbuying a pretty 
convenient Coach and Horſes ; what lay you ? 

Chlo, Tc 15 a bargain, 

Sir Chr . Oh dama'dconfounded Jade, wilt thou leave me ? 

[' ia 


"AY; \ 
v9 
* * 
(* 
m 
A 4 
————_——_— 


— 


a AMI WS nhl \t/ Us J- a "v7 
AD Y» 
4 
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FVild. Good words Red-Coat, or I'il cut your Throat, 
Chlo. You are going for a Soldier, and leaving me. 
Sir Nic. Aylyou are going for a Soldier! what would you have her do? 
I warrant you wont take my Celia at this; Ill truſt her pretty 
Rogue — 
Sir Chr, Your damn'd Impudent Raſcal ! muſt you prate ? Sirrah'! 
take that, 
Sir ich, Ay ! 'tis no matter, I han 't loſt my Miſtrels, 
Zell. Now hear us a little : /rem, It is articled and agreed between 
| this Lady and me, that I am to ule, poſſeſs and enjoy the Tenement of 
of her Perſon without any lert, hinderance, or moleltation whatloc- t 
ver; buying a Coach and Horſes, as aforeſaid , and paying the annual if 
| Rent of 4007. per annum, of lawful Money of Zx2/and , half yearly 
by true and equal portions : The firſt payment to be made at the 
7emple-Hall, at the Feaſt of the Znnuxciation, and the next at the Fealt 
of St. Michael. 
Sir ich, Hold Sir ! not fo faſt, I forbid the Banes ! ſhe's mine ! | 
why Ihave ſpent half my Eſtate upon her. q! || 
Bell. Stand away, poor Coxcomb ! what ſay you Madam, if 
Celia, It is a Match, | 
Sir Nich. OLord! Oh Lord ! will you ſerve melo ? what will be- (| 
come of me ? 
Celia, Go! get you home, and live civilly with your Wife ; and 
look after your Children as an honeſt man ſhould. Tis time. 
Sir Nich. Ay---It may thank you that I did not do it before, that it 
may—1 will go hide my head in a hole, andne be ſeen again, 
Enter Mrs, Gripe, Serjeant, Gripe, aud the reſt, 
Mrs. Gripe. Come Serjeant ! get the Barge ready. 
' Gripe. Whata Devil ſhall I do ? If I Seal that Deed, and ever get 
her into my Cuſtody, Til have it again, and her lite to boot. 
| Mrs, Gripe. Gentlemen and Ladies, your humble Servant. 
Grive. Hold, hold---If there be no remedy, I will Seal that Deed— 


Mrs. Gripe. Come on then* doit, and Ill releaſe you. 
| [ He fiens and ſeals, 
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. Gripe, Ideliver this as my AQ and Deed, 
Mrs, Gripe. Now Gentlemen, be pleas'd to witnels it—— 
Sir Humph. With all my heart-— [ Sir Humphrey writes, 
Mrs. Gripe. $0! Now there remains another thing ! you muſt re- 
leaſe theſe Gentlemen for their Riot at your Houle, or go {till 
Gripe. Well---Idoreleale em. 


Rich. Good Sir! donotreleaſeme, for I muſt go home and ſtarve 
Mrs. 


with khim-—I had better go and be kill d with you. | W 


(74) 

Ars, Gripe, No-l retain you as my Scrvant. And now good 
Mr. Gripe, your much abus'd Witeis free, and thanks you for her 
Liberty, 

Gripe, O Devil ! Is it ſhe all this while ? 

Zadies. A Woman! 

Mrs, Gripe. Yes Ladies, I am ; but wiſh my lei! a Man, for your 
iakes, and my own, 

Sir Humph, How this Miſtake was carried ? 

Mrs. Gripe, I || bring my Brother to thank, you for your favours 
to me, and then youll Miſtake as much. 

Gripe. AmT thus Cozen d-—TIl go home, and ſtarve to Death, 

The Devil take youall-—and fo farewel—— [ Exit Gripe. 

Sir Chr, Cudgel'd and beaten thus damnably by a Woman ! Ihope 
She-Captain, you will releale usnow—— 

Mrs. Gripe, Yes go---T'll have no Bullies in my Company now. 

Blund. 'Sheart ! were ever men ſo diſkonour d as we / 

Heild, Beaten and bruis'd by a Womaa ! 

Sir Chr. As for that damn'd Jade, I will ſcowr and break her Win- | 
dows every- night inthe year, | 


Mrs. Gripe. Now all ye Husbands, let me Warn ye / 


If you'd preſerve your Honours, or your Lives, 
Net dare be Tyrants ore your Lawful Wives. 
[ Exeunt Omnes, 


FINTS. 
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_ Epilogue. 


Spoken by Mrs. Barrey, who acted the WWoman-Captain. 


Ho dares deny the Poet bis applanſe 


' 


When 7 am Champion, and aſſert his canſe? 


Let him be Bully, ner ſo ſtout and tall, 
"Sdeath 7 11 not fear the brukeſt of ye alt: 


No, though ye Rant and Roar, and ſometimes Fioht, 


H've that which never fails to do me right. 
Your would-be JVits love what # ſlight and bright 
1n Tinſel-wit , juſt like their own delight, 

And Plays like Birth-day Suits, made for a Night, 
Theſe are orejoy'd to ſhoe a jeſt at hand 

That coſts but little Hit to underſtand, 

Good ſence, like wine Meat to fickly Men, 

As ſoon as ſwallowed, ts thrown up agen ; 

Ana for ſtrong Meats, but few of ye are fit, 
Hho to meet Vit, ſhould come with equal JV/it, 
And faith of late, that's but thin ſown 'th' Pit, 
He found by's laſt, you would not like what's good, 
Though it was praiſed by all that underſtood, 
Remembring how you uſed that laſt be writ, 

He made this Low, ſo 0 your Level fit , 

Plenty of Noiſe, and ſcarcity of Wit——— 

The Devil's in you all, if this don't hit : 

Tt after all, if any one there be 

So careleſs of his Life to anger me, 

In daring to diſpraiſe the Play, or Attion, 
There take my Glove, for 7 ll have Satifattion, 


LON 3G 


